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Oh, true Name of Love, 
Tender Affection! Genuine Source of bliſs. 
Immaculate and pure! The tranſient blaze 
Of paſſion ſoon ſubſides; thy ſteadier fire 
Time but increaſes. Soft, coercive Band 


Connecting Souls! without thee what is Life ! 
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Corning with ſtudied art to drag along 
The doubled epithet of monſtrous m 
Join in the quaint alliterative ſong, 
Court feebte melody, and banifh ftrength. 


No labour'd, no Eaton ſtrains F bring, 
But unreſerved pour forth my honeſt heart 5 
Nature and true affection bade me ling, 

I felt the wound of no pretended dart. 


Oh! may my pen deſert my palſied hand, 
| When I ſurvive to real ſenſe a peſt! 

Or fix in nice array with order's wand 
The haſty ebullitions of my breaſt! 
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My theme is choſen mid the Britiſh F; air, 
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No antique Bards for love-thoughts I explore, 
No fabled Gods from Greece and Rome I bear, 
No Nymphs or Dryads from the claſſic ſhore. 
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Such ornaments may pleaſe the ſhallow mind, 


Exotic gewgaws twiſted into rhime 
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But elegance delights in chaplets twined 
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By nature's hand, and inmates of the clime. 
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Nor here hath Love diſdain'd his gifts to ſned, 
The feeling ſoul is not unfrequent here; 0 
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And genuine rapture by the graces led, 
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. Ot tunes the lyre, and thrills the liſtening car. 
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POEMS TO THES PIA. 
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| © had ſweet, in ſpring, the twilight dawn ! 
The woods imbrown'd, and humid lawn; 
The crimſon fireaks which deck the ſky, | 
The wide-ſtretch'd plain, and mountain high! 
But when the Sun unveils his face, 


The landſcape glows with heighten'd grace. 


Should raging tempeſts Heaven deform, : , 
If, final victor of the ſtorm, 
The fame illuſtrious Lord of -day 
Full blazes with triumphant ray, 
All nature owns his influence bright, 


And bends before the glorious light. 
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Nurſed by his warmth, the latent crain 

With future BET. gilds the plain. 

His power pervades the deeper mine, 


And moulds the embryo gem to ſhine. 


See Youth, exulting in his May! 
What new-born joys before him play! 
His fprightly feet expatiate round, 
And every ſcene is fairy, ground. 
When Love unfolds his pinions nigh, | 
And wafts his ſoul to extaſy. 


Say, that Adverſity ſhould bring 
Her livid plagues, her ſcorpion ſting ? 
And the collected venom dart 
Remorſeleſs, on the human heart 33 
Love ſoothes to reſt it's fierceſt pain, 
And gives it vital ſtrength again. 


Each ſafter energy refined ; 
He kindles in the darken'd mind ; 
Es And 


1 
And from their hidden ſeat calls forth 
The zealous deeds of generous worth: 


Thou pure enlightener of the breaſt, 
Oh! ſhine thro all my life confeſt! 
Nor ceaſe thy gentler warmth to ſhed : 
In lateſt evening on my head] 
There let thy beams ſtill lingering fall, 
Till fate's black gloom incloſes all ! 


5 II. 
1 trueſt Love is moſt reſerved and ſhy, 
Neo look of confidence, or boldneſs wears, 
Known. by the humble brow, and ſoften'd eye, 


And full of wavering doubts, and anxious fears, 


When I perceived that THESPIA had o'ercome 
My yielding heart, and fix'd her empire there, 
That from her voice I muſt receive my doom, 


: And all my future weal muſt low from her: 
B 3 How 


2 — www h Gh a Os Ck 0 AD at EE FE es 0s An 9's IANS LANE tr ek 2 AE A, 
5 * 


ney ere 
be 2. — 


[61 

How did my boſom Rudhifte with the pain 
Of mids baſhfulneſs, and ftrong defire ! 
What varying conflicts did I not ſuſtain ! 

How ſtruggled ſoft reſpect, with paſſion's fire! 


Oft did I wiſh the ſecret to have told, 


But awe withheld, and modeſt dread prevail'd, 
Her preſence all my faculties controul'd, 


And every ſettled reſolution fail'd. 


At length, with firm intent I ſought the F air, - 


With firm intent to pour out all my heart, 


At once diſplay the ſtory of my care, 
And the long miſery of conſuming ſmart. 


To a ſequeſter'd grove her ſteps I drew, 


She without guile went innocently free ; 


No ill ſuſpecting, for no ill ſhe knew, 


Nor fear'd to truſt herſelf alone with me. 
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At firſt my uſual converſe 1 aſlay'd, 22785 
Hoping from thence to gain a tranqull ar 3 
And as along the winding paths we firay'd, 
With frequent bloſſoms deck'd her flowing hair, | 


But till my ſhorten'd breath faſt went and came, 
O'er my embarrafs'd limbs a ſtiffneſs hung, 
My heart throbb'd ſtrong, and ſhook my labouring frame, 


And fears, I knew not how, unnerved my tongue. 


Reſolved to ſpeak, ſome ſecret power reſtrain'd, 
Aſhamed, and angry with myſelf I grew, | 
With crimſon conſciouſneſs my cheeks were ſtain'd, 


And quick again the conſcious ſtains withdrew. 


She, whether unobſervant all the while, 
Or elſe this ſtrange confuſion to relieve, 
Talks with her wonted eaſe, and careleſs ſmile, 


But brief and vague each anſwer which I give, 
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Then changed my fickle will it's firſt deſign, 
| Deter mined ſudden on | ſome future day, 
Then would I each perplexity untwine, 


And every ardent wiſh before her lay. 


A tranſient calm ſucceeded in my breaſt, 
Yet ſure, thought I they were not ſo conceal” 4, 
But ſhe th* emotions of my heart hath oueſs'd, 
| She too may haply wiſh they were reyeal'd. 


Tho now my faultering tongue its aid denies, 


She muſt have read the language of my ſoul, 


Nor have I mark d diſpleaſure in her eyes, 


When forth from mine the glance of love hath ſtole. 


Then turning round in haſte, as if afraid 


Left diffidence again might interyene 


Not daring to erect my timid head, 


My heſitating lips diſcloſed my pain. 
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III. 


N nothing was I learn'd, but only how _ 
To pen my flocks, and drive them to the field, 
In the ſtrait furrow to direct my plough, 


And when my hoe and pruning-hook to wield. 


Uncultivated was my mind, and mean, 
My abject thoughts low faſten'd to the earth, 
Till Love with hand benign brake cuſtom's chain, 
And bade me ſoar beyond my humble birth. 


With beauty fired, I look'd around, and aw 
The charms of nature never ſeen before. 
O Love! a willing vaſſal to thy law - 
I bend, I feel thy baia and adore. 


Prompted by thee, as yet with trembling tongue, 
[ call'd the muſes, and deſired their aid; 
My wood-notes in the hazel copſe I ſung, 
And caught the attention of the liſtening maid. 
She 
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She liſten'd to my ſtrains, She heard my tale, 
While deepening bluſhes o'er her cheeks ariſe, 
The ſoft conſenting ſigh my lips inhale, 

I ſee the yielding languor of her eyes. 


No, witneſs Truth! if ever 1 eſtrange 


This grateful heart, which only beats for thee— | 


Why utter needleſs yows ? I cannot change; 


Fix'd are my bonds, nor will I e'er be free. 


Fix'd is thy gentle ſway ; by thee my mind 
 Avyarice, and all its ſordid acts diſdains; 
The common vice of paſſion unrefined, 


The common vice among our country ſwains. 


Hence ſtinging cares ; hence groveling they behold 


The ſtate of riches with an envious eye; 


They think not aught beyond the power of gold, 


Nor know how Love can lift the ſoul on high. 


Oh, 


1 


Oh, come my Fair One J have thatch'd above, 


And whiten'd all around my little cot, 
Shorn are the hedges leading to the grove, 


Nor is the ſeat, and willow bower forgot. 


Low is the path of life in which I move, 
Vet wilt thou not regret the higher ſphere 
Cf wealth and noiſy pride; while faithful love, 


And innocence, and ſweet content are here. 


H ! whence my Theſpia, can that anguiſh flow? 
That ſilent anguiſh of expreſſive woe? 
That ſigh which from thy ſtruggling boſom ftole ? 
That look which pierces to my inmoſt ſoul? | = 


Ah ! fay my Theſpia, I conjure thee ſay, 


To me the hidden cauſe unblamed diſplay. 

Half of thyfelf, I claim my lawful ſhare; 
Vet, would to Heaven, that I the whole might bear! 
— | Unveil 


. 
Unveil il hy 3 in confidence to me; 
And truſt a boſom fraught with ſympathy. 
From thee would I my labouring heart confine ? 
And are not all it's deepeſt ſecrets hine? 


'Wretch that I am! who thee to ſhield from pain, 
Would pour out life at every guſhing vein; 
Am I the cauſe? and could'ſt Thou ever ſpy 
A look of coldneſs glancing from my eye: ? . 
To thee a cold, blank look ? Oh, too refined, 
And ſubtile error of thy feeling mind 
A delicacy apt too deep to dive, 
To each nice touch too tenderly alive! 
Though I eſteem it as a bleſſing ſent, 
As the more poliſh'd mind's chief ornament, 
A ſacred ſpark kindled by Heaven's own ray, 
Vet, let not ſenſibility betray. 


Thou weep'ſt; where did my tongue profanel y rove? 
How could I blame thee ? *twas exceſs of love. 
| Oh! 
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| Oh! let me circle thee with ſri embrace, 


5 Warm breaſt to breaſt, and glowing face to face! 7 
(My fixed lips while ſpeechleſs rapture ties) 
Imbibe the lucid moiſture of thine eyes! 
Thy melting ſpirit in each breath inhale ! 
| Gaze on thee till the nerves of viſion fail! 
And quite o'er-power'd by Love's imperious ſway; 
Feel all my —_—_ ſoul diſſolve away! 


. 


TILL blooming Health, thy modeſt graces ſhed 
O'er the clear ſurface of my Theſpia's cheek | 
There let thy freſh, thy glowing tints be ſpread, 


Thy ſmiles enlightening, and complacence meek ! 


Protect her where ſhe goes, ye gentle n 
Pure denizens of undulating air! 
Whether from glowing noon-tide”s ſultry hours, 


Or evening's dewy ſhades, protect the fair 


*Tis 
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'Tis true, my Theſpia; I indeed confeſs 
That ſelfiſh are the prayers and vows I pay; 
With no diſintereſted voice I bleſs 
The Gods, or pour the ſupplicating lay. 


For ah! hom thee, and "ON thy looks I find 
Warm to my heart each cordial joy muſt flow 
Sweetening the ills of life; from thee my mind 


Muſt taſte it's keeneſt ſenſe of piercing woe. 


Thine is the maſter-key, each ſpring to rule, 
Each hidden movement of my ſecret thought; 
Sure thou wert bred in ſome enchanter' s ſchool, 


Who all his ſpells and myſtic charms hath * 


Yet then would holy truth with thee reſide ? 
Truth which unbounded confidence may truſt ? 
Yet then would mean deceit fly far aſide ? 


And wild caprice confounding falſe and juſt ? 


Would'ſt | 


E 


Would'ſt thou have ſaid, as I, ſtruek dumb with fear, 


Tremblingly pointed out my humble bower, 
Haply tranquillity and peace are there, 
For them I ſcorn the gaudy farce of power ? | 


O Thou Sincereſt! how ſhall I repay 
The endleſs debt of gratitude I owe ? 
Quickly my fair point out to me the way. 
And ſhew the path, for thou alone canſt ſhew. 


Tho ſilent is thy tongue, thy ſpeaking eye, 
The modeſt bluſhes o'er thy cheeks which rove, 
That deep-drawn breath, that panting breaſt, reply, 


The ſole return is tenderneſs and love. 


Will this ſuffice? and doſt thou aſk no more? 
What the ſpontaneous feelings needs muſt give? 
Oh! let me laviſh on thee all my ſtore ! 


Nor ceaſe to love thee, till I ceaſe to live! 


For- 


For- ever rivetted within my heart 

Thy dear unſullied image ſhall remain; 
' When from that ſeat I bid it to depart, 
May I by fome tremendous ſtroke be ſlain ! 


No common death T ſhall deſerve to die 8 
To pine by inches on a barren ſtrand, 
Scorch'd by the vengeful ſun's ſevereſt eye, 
Nor by one ſportive wandering zephyr fann' d. 


To freeze on ſome bleak rock; to glut the rage 
Of howling beaſts within the dreary waſte ; | 
Or live, in youth deſpiſed, in helpleſs age 
The extremities of want and woe to taſte. 


To walk a moving plague among mankind, 
Shunn'd, hated, and refuſed the alms I crave 
Refuſed deſpair's laft, only wifi; to find 


A ſtill retirement in the peaceful grave. 


E 
In that fond hope to be deceived; to hear 
With ſoul yet conſeious, in the church-yard way, E 
The herce invective caſt upon my bier, | 


And ſcornful laughter dancing o'er my clay. 


All this, and more I ſhall deſerve to prove, 
When led by changeful fancy's wanton eye, 
I turn a faithleſs truant to thy love, 


And on the wings of fragrant falſhood fly. 


VI. | 
HALL the fair Form of ſmiling Love no more 
Sport o'er the lawn with freedom by his fide ? 
Diffuſing bleſſings from his ample ſtore, 
On the fond bridegroom and the happy bride ? 


Who led by choice and inclination's fire, 
Breathing delicious ſympathy of ſoul, 


To the thick, ſhady, nuptial bower retire, 


Attempering rapture warm with chaſte controul ? 


8 For 
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For ſuch of yore, to grace their marriage day, 
The flocks exulting danced with nimbler tread, 
The tribes atrial tuned their ſofteſt lay, 
And earth's green lap with freſher lowers was ſpread. 


Then were the laws of avarice held in ſcorn, 


| Now unoppoſed and abſolute her reign, ; — 


If haply two with nobler ſouls are born, 


The gloomy clouds of malice intervene. h 
O error fond! to think that wealth beſtows 
Our only bliſs! Say bluſhing Grandeur, ſay, 8 
Whether thy breaſt that heart-felt pleaſure knows, 4 
Which gilds the ſhade of life's ſequeſter'd way ? 1 
Say, in the morning doſt Thou cheerlier riſe? 
Or were thy ſlumbers ſweeter in the night? V 
Doth nature's noon-tide luſtre ſtrike thine eyes, B 
A 


Or evening's milder beam with more delight ? 


Art 
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Art thou not tortured with deſire of fame? 
Smarts not thy ſoul with envy's ſecret goad ! ? 
And do not conſcious honour, en ſhame, 


And tender love 7 thy unbleſt abode ? 


BM pureſt Virtues ! whereſoe'er I rove, 
(And thou, laſt. named, moſt valued of the three, 
| Whom language fails to praiſe, celeftial love!) 


Ne'er ſhall your laws be unobſerved by me. 


And wilt not thou my Theſpia own their power? 
Shall not their guardian care on thee attend? 
And teach thee in reflection's ſilent hour, 


To caſt a thought upon thy more than friend? 


On Him, whoſe heart with trueſt ardour beats? 
Whoſe zeal, nor time, nor abſence ſhall aſſuage ? 
— Blooming unſullied by youth's ſcorching heats, 


And undecaying in the froſt of age ? 


C 2 | Laſting 


N | Laſting as liſe ? For not the vagrant beams, 
| Of wanton fancy raiſed a ſudden fire, | 
| : | No ſpark of paſſion, whoſe extatic dreams, | | 
| | Vivid and gay, in quick diſguſt expire. | 
1 Not that with cool and philoſophic eye, 
i Not that with unenraptured mind I view : 
" Beauty's alluring grace, her vermeil die, | 
j Her winning ſmiles, and love-inſpiring hue, ; | | 
h But bearing friendſhip's unſuſpected ſeal, 
j Into thy preſence frequently I ſtole, | 
lt Young artleſs innocence removed the veil, 1 
ö And ſhew'd in all it's charms thy ſpotleſs ſoul. H 
I gazed enamour'd : every virtue bright 
In that pure temple, each ethereal form pF 
Stood viſible before my mental ſight, | c 
T 


And my breaſt throbb'd, with holy tranſport warm. 


Can 
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Can I the ſhrine forſake, while conſtant truth, 
While filial piety's engaging deed, 
Good-nature, lovelieſt crown of ſmiling youth, 


And pity meek, forbid me to recede ? 


What feelings then can tempt me to betray 
The rights of love? what intereſt not my own? 
For thou to me art fortune's proſperous ray, 


From thee exiled, how dreadful is her frown! 


| The mind which claims our paſſions to controul, 
Why is it not all-knowing, and all-wiſe ? 
To pierce the deep receſſes of the ſoul, 


And ſee the bounds where ſenſe and error lies? 


Then would not beauty « e'er be ſold and bought, 
From thy embrace I ſhould not then be torn, 
| Condemn'd ſhould'ſt thou—(but treaſon's in the thought | 


To curſe the fatal hour when I was ori 
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No, far be pale ſuſpicion ! I deteſt 
The haggard fiend. Huſh'd then be every fear! 
My hopes I treaſure up within thy breaſt, 
And oh I charge thee keep them ſacred there. 


* 
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ES, far my gentle Maid, from thee, 
And every haunt of joy I ſtray, 

Shall not thy wiſhes go with me, 


To cheer my faint and lonely way? 


Shall not within thy faithful breaſt 
Remembrance it's ſweet bloſſoms bear? 
Shall not it's plant by thee careſt, 


Take root, and bloom unfaded there? 


Wilt thou not often ſteal unſeen, 
Thbro dewy field, and trackleſs plain ? 
Or utter to the copſes green 


Thy foft and melancholy ftrain ? 
The 


( 8 
Tho fate hath torn the bond of love, 
Wilt thou not often caſt thine eye 
| Tomi expell'd and fad I rove, 
And breathe a tender pitying ſigh? 


Be witneſs conſcious Heaven! my ſoul 
Shall ne'er a thought of thee reſign, 
No power it's fervour can controul, 


Unchanged, and ſtamp'd for-ever thine. 


Yet tho by mutual faith Gn 
What racking torment thus to part! 
What bleeding woe muſt be endured ! 
What anguiſh muſt diſtract the heart 


VIII. 


Was. 


. 
VIII. 
| We it a dignity of ſhape, an eye, \ 


Or face, inſtinct with beauty's dazzling ray, : 


Whoſe power at once bade vanquiſh'd reaſon fly, 
And ſwiftly ſtole me from myſelf away? 


Had that been all, tho ſtrong had been my grief 
Not to have won the object of my care, 
Time would with lenient hand have brought relief, 


The cure, another equally as fair, 


But though a thouſand now I ſhould behold, 
And own them fairer than the maid I love, 
My heart to all their beauties would be cold, 


No charms my former paſſion could remove. 


For youthful prepoſſeſſion knit the tye, 
Which our conſenting hearts together drew; 
With years the pleaſing partiality, 


And ſoft attractive impulſe, firmer grew. 


Fancy 
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Fancy meantime unnumber'd viſions ſpread, 


In which no ſeas were rough, no tempeſts lour'd, 
We ſaw, our hopes with extaſy We fed, 


And in each other's boſom fondly pour'd. 


And can I with theſe loved ideas part? 
Can I this dear, dear ſympathy forego ? 
Firſt from their place the ſtrings of life ſhall ſtart, 


And the warm ruddy drops forget to flow. 


Of thee bereft Oh! *twere the worſt of ills,— 
Deep penetrates the thought with ſore annoy 

My ſhuddering heart; my inmoſt ſoul it chills; 
And blaſts each future ſcene of riſing joy. 


Of thee bereft ! It ſhall not, cannot bez— — 
Spite of the wayward accidents of life, 
Yet once again our actions ſhall be free: 


And oh, my Love! O dearer name, my Wife! 


Again 
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Again ſhall I infold thee in my arms, 
And breathe my ſoul into thy faithful breaſt, 


The pangs of abſence make us doubly bleſt. 


O'erpaſt misfortune with freſh tranſport warms, 


IX. 


[| Was not form'd for glorys arduous ways, 


The hidden depths of ſcience to explain, 


To cloathe me in ambition's golden rays, 


Or combat death, and tread the carnaged plain. 


In the broad, open face, of public life, 


To ſome Heaven gives conſpicuouſly to move, 


Enamour'd of the ſcenes of noiſe and ſtrife, 


To me a mind, all indolence and love. 


Unhappineſs and care to Kings I give, 


Expoſed they ſtand to every ſtormy gale; 


On yonder hill's green fide ſecure I live, 
Or walk with vacant ſtep along the dale. 


Enough 
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Enou oh for me, to meet my Theſpia there, 
Arm lock'd in arm along the wood to roam; 
| Loft but to love, to ſtray we know not where, 


And wonder how we got fo far from home, 


For her the hedge-flower garland to intwine, 
At her command invoke the artleſs Muſe, | 
Pref: cloſe her chaſte, her glowing cheek to mine, 
Or on her boſom, my whole ſoul eFuſe. 


My thoughts to more extatic pleaſures riſe; 
Here, facred wodlock, bring thy cloſeſt veil ! 
And from the buſy ken of prying eyes 


Thy holy rites and myſteries conceal. | 


Such were the ſtrains, which in the jocund prime 
Of life, when fancy takes delight to dream, 
I ſung, nor ſpent a thought on future time, 


Where rural Alphin winds his ſcanty ſtream. 


I ſung 


* 
I ſung, each object ſtruck me with delight, 
The edying rivulet, the new-ſhorn flock, 
The meads with flowers of various hue bedight, 


The verdant hillock, and the barren rock. 


1 Vet, tho by kindeſt nature form'd, to ſtray 
= | The ſweet oblivious path of life along, 
Fate's tyrant voice, and unrelenting ſway 


Impells the novice mid the buſtling throng. 


«fi - I go; yet once more let me caſt my eyes 
On you, ye well-known ſcenes, a parting view ; 
Tho I with fondeſt eſtimation prize 


Your long-frequented haunts ; for aye adieu! 


But oh, my Theſpia!—there the imperfect ſound 
Hangs unpronounced upon my trembling tongue, 
Cold damps of dewy ſweat my brow ſurround 


And every nerve and ſinew is unſtrung. 


Once 


1 


Once more receive me to thy panting breaſt; 


Would I could rivet me for- ever there 
Such agonies no language e'er expreſs'd ; 


Death cannot bring a torture ſo ſevere. 


Py 
-_o—_——_ 


Na 
HA have I done, what crime in me is found, | 
What ſecret evil lurking in my breaſt, 
That while all nature elſe is ſmiling round, 


Heaven has on me it's heavieſt ſtroke impreſs'd ? 1 


Have I &er dropp'd a wiſh of other's harm ? 
Or done an ill, tho ne'er to be reveal'd ? 
Have I not always breathed the emotion warm 


On the chaſte lip of ſocial virtue ſeal'd ? 


All] is it not enough, that far away 
From my own native, happy fields J rove, 
Far from each friendly name condemn'd to ſtray, 


And torn by cruel force from her I love ? 


But 


| „„ © 
But muſt thro her the barbed ſteel be ſent, 
[4 4 | Which piercing, with ſevereſt torture wounds ? 
1 Muſt She I love convey the puniſhment, 
Which Juſtice will confeſs exceeds its bounds ? 


On me rain all your woes, ye righteous powers ! 
Tho hard, I'Il ſtrive the miſery to bear, 
View ſickneſs ſteal away my lingering hours 


On tainted wing, nor drop a pining tear. 


But ah! the gentle Virgin's tender 1 | 
O bright-hair'd Chaſtity! O Angel Truth! 
If ye are aught beyond an empty name, , | 


Save, fave in pity innocence and youth 


Shield, ſhield me from the racking thought! I ſpy 
From her cold cheek the bland ſuffuſion fled ; 
Dead is the piercing magic of her eye, N 


The luſtre-darting beam of ſenſe is dead. 


1 


dhe calls on me Oh! ſnatch the laſt embrace! 


Woods, rivers, mountains, countries intervene. 
Oh! curſe of curſes! neꝰer that lovely face 
Again ſhall I behold: een the laſt ſcene 


Some dreary ſatisfaction might afford, 
Some ſolace to the madneſs of defpair, 
Gloatiag in ſecret on his gloomy hoard, 


With eye intorted viewing what is there. 


| XI. 
H! can they be of gentle woman born, 
1 they not rather caft in iron mould, - 
Who love, as if it were a weakneſs, ſcorn, 


| And place their ſum of happineſs in gold? 


Who nothing of that ſweet alliance know, 
That tender union of connected hearts, 

Whence only tranſports unalloy d can flow, -» 
Tranſports which brave affſiction's venom'd darts? 


O ge- 
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O genuine offspring of the native ſoul, 


As yet unfaſhion'd by the hand of vice! 
Ye thoughts, which point the way to honour's goal! 


Ye thoughts, whence every virtue takes its rife ! 


Ye warm inſpirers of the breaſt of youth! 
Ye handmaids which compoſe the ſmiling train 
Of innocence, and unſuſpecting truth |! 


Say, were ye form'd ſo wond'rous fair in vain ? 


Did nature plant you in the human mind, 
That tyrant Art might thence her work diſplace ? 
That your free limbs might be in chains confined ? 


That harden'd intereſt might your charms deface ? 


Ah no! far other wiſe her equal law, 
And kind maternal tenderneſs decreed; 
She will'd her infant ſcyons there to grow, 


To bloom, and ripen into golden ſeed, 


Hence 
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Hence gave ſhe all that more than eloquence | 
Which ſpeaks in Virgin Beauty's baſhful eye; 
Hence left the ſoul of youth without defence, 


Glowing with warm ſuſceptibility. 


Hence panting wiſhes, undiſſembled fears 
Her ardent votaries felt; hence fancy wild, 
And love ſincere and vows unfeign'd were theirs, 


And Awe ſhrunk back, and Hope the Cherub ſmiled. 


O Theſpia! We theſe ardent votaries were ; 
Have I not fix'd my fainting ſight on thee, 
Till trickling down my cheek, the emphatic tear 


Hath in mute language told my extaſy ? 


While from thy conſcious, but more timid eye 
The downcaft rays thy ſecret flame confeſs'd, 
While the quick-varying bluſh, and ſtruggling ſigh, 


Diſcloſed the pure emotions of thy brealt ! 


3 ; . How 


E 
How roves the vagrant mind to future days! 
| How credulous is Love! with magic wand 
What viſions cannot ſoothing error raiſe ! 


How thick around the ſelf-deluſions ſtand ! 


Duped by their flattery; nature's juſt deſign 
We ſaw with us to it's perfection brought, 
Saw each acceding year more firmly twine 


The mental wreathe, our younger fancies wrought. 


They painted to our view the lowly cot, 
Where neatneſs bland, with meek contentment play'd, 
Look'd up to Heaven, and bleſs'd their tranquil lot, 


Nor envied guilt in glaring pride array'd. 


With treacherous ſmile the farm retired they ſhew's, 
It's verdant meads, it's fields and ſylvan bowers, 
The grazing lambs, the waving corn, the wood 


Of tufted elm, and garden deck'd with flowers. 


Obſcure 


RT 
Obſcure the ſcenes, their pleaſing pencil drew; 
Obſcure, but bleſt with unaffected joy. 


We hated mad ambition's noiſy crew, 


p Convinced that love with reaſon could not cloy. 


Our rural neighbours to the friendly feaſt 
We bid, their ſimple hearts intent to gain: 
Where pride infpires not the faſtidious breaſt, 


Envy will ſeek to wound it's peace in vain. 


Falſe ! tho enchanting proſpects yet no fault, 
No crime of our's hath rendered them untrue. 
But hide the cauſe !—check every murmuring thought 


To virtue this ſad ſacrifice is due. 


Tet, let me curſe tern avarice, odious fiend 3 
Let md lament the unhappieſt of their kind, 
All other paſſions dead, compell'd to bend 
Beneath this laſt flow fever of the mind. 


22 Rather 


| 1 36 1 
Rather than feel this dire diſtemper's ſway, 
Than with this thirſt be ſcorch'd in life's decline, 
May I ne'er ſee again the cheerful day, 


Forever doom'd to labour in the mine! 


May every terror fate reſerves in ſtore 
For wretched man, aſſault this drooping head 
May want, may famine enter at my door! 


May pain and reſtleſs care ſurround my bed 


Or ſhould my Theſpia, all our trials paſt, 
Should we before the ſacred altar ſtand, 
May Heaven, in mercy, with the lightning's blaſt 


Strike me at once, and tear the deſtined band 


14 


XII. 
W * was I born in this more poliſh'd clime 
Amid the ſcenes of artificial life? 


Where cuſtom rules, long- ſanctified by time, 


And ion holds with nature endleſs ſtrife? 
A thou- 
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A thouſand wants ſtart up, a thouſand fears, | 


To ſhackle Love, or interrupt his courſe ; 
| He ſtruggles, yet the galling burthen bears, 


Sighs with regret, but owns their ſovereign force. 


Eager to follow where the emotions lead, 
Hides every wiſh, by violence ſuppreſt; 9 
Gazes with ardour on the blooming maid, 


But dreads the future anguiſh of her breaſt, 


Our liberty we boaſt on Britain's ſhore, 
Yet, flave to gold, it's tyrant power obey; 
Our vices ſpring from it's creative ore, 


And &en our virtues feel it's quickening ray. 


Perils and crimes We ſcruple not to dare, 
Or act the meaneſt part, intent on gold: 
Yet, may the ſoul refuſed it's gifts to ſhare, 


With conſcious pride, ſublimer treits unfold, 


23 Uience 
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Hence generous youth with riches unendow'd, 
The miſtreſs of his boſom ſcorns to gain; 
Grief may advance, affliction threaten loud, 


Wi Firm he ſupports the accumulated pain. 


——— 4 > 


Happy the free-born Hunters of the wild ! 


[ 
| 


Their only art, how beſt to urge the chace; 1 
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No choughts of wealth their paſſions e' er bogniled, 
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No rank they claim, for equal is the race. 
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They ſuffer not the torments of deſire, 
They are not doom'd to pour the fruitleſs tear, 
To combat with the ſtrong, the tender fire, 


And pine from month to month, from year to year. 


Happy the natives of more ſouthern ſkies ! 


Rk "HL 


With ſofter manners, ſofter forms endued ; 
Where all around ſpontaneous harveſts riſe, 
Where from each tree depends ambroſial food, 
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Of 


& = 


Of cruel bonds they utter no complaint ; 
The gentle Virgin hears his amorous tale, 
Smiles on her favour'd Youth without reſtraint, 


And crowns his wiſhes in the ſpicy vale, 


Juſt are thy words my Theſpia.—What delight 
Could paſſive, brutal ignorance impart ? 
Diſguſt at once would riſe before my fight; 


My heart would loathe the unſympathiſing heart. 


Nor could I, to the joys of ſenſe reſign'd, 
The ſportive wanton to my boſom preſs; 
Forget the pure deſire, the will refined. 


The exalted ſentiment, and chaſte careſs. 


A ſingle glance from virtue's melting eye, 
The ſoul with more extatic pleaſure warms; 
A bluſh of innocence, one pitying ſigh, 


Tranſcends all luxury's proſtituted charms. 
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Still let us cheriſh hope, whatc'er befalls ! 


And ſee, where reaſon, wiſdom, take their ſtand! 


Drive the fierce paſſions from their hallow'd walls, 


And lead cherubic Patience by the hand ! 


Say, that entangled in the ſocial chain, 
Wants, fears, and griefs intrude, a numerous crew: 
'Tho more dilated flows the ſtream of pain, 


The ſource of pleaſure is augmented too. 


Juſt are thy words.— But when the preſent ill 
Afflicts, this curious web we idly twine ; a 
Nature and paſſion are victorious ſtill, 


O'erwhelm'd is my philoſophy, and thine. 


XIII. 
＋ EAR, anxious Maid! whoſe apprehenſive love 
Hath form'd of tender fears a numerous train; 
Theſe looks of fond ſolicitude remove! 


Fled is the gloomy progeny of pain. | 
Fled 


[ 4 


Fled is each ſullen image from my mind, 
O'er its corporeal yoke- mate brooding dull ; 
The thoughts of thee alone are left behind, 


Of thee in every part, my ſoul is full. 


Warm to my breaſt the vital ſpirits flow, 
Kindle anew each ſtrong affection there, 
The mutual ardour, correſponding glow, 


And grateful tumult which I ſcarce can bear. 


Such as I feel, when from thy ſpeaking eye 
Dart unreſtrain'd the beams of melting love, 


While meck ſincerity {ſtands ſmiling by, 


And innocence diſplays her wings above. 


Such as I feel, when to myſelf I vow 
"The ſacred truſt inviolably ſure ; 
Guarded by Ready faith, which ſcorns to bow, 


W hole ties the pureſt energies ſecure. 


Reſerve, 
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Reſerve, al diſtant coyneſs, tutor'd arts, 

Let theſe be goads to vitiated deſire! 

Nature's true colours charm untainted hearts, 


Love begets love, creates, and feeds the fire. 


Ambition's Sons, who climb her airy way! 
What feelings can you boaſt compared with mine! 
On you content ne'er ſhed her tranquil ray, 


Though i in external glare of pomp you mine. 


This eve, more real joy my breaſt inſpired, 
Than you can in a thouſand ages know; 
Joy which refle&ion can behold untired, 


Amid whoſe blooms, no thorns of anguiſh grow. 


Thou too reflect unblamed, my darling Fair, 
And pleaſure in thy generous heart be . 


Thy confidence, meets confidence ſincere, 


Thy truth, with undiſſembled truth is crown'd. 


| | This 


1 43 J 

This night may Sleep unfold his gentleſt wing! 
The ſofteſt plume upon thy eye-lids lay ! 
Delightful be thy dreams as laughing ſpring ! 
Enchanting as the firſt-born gales of May! 


Ye level meads, ye winding ſtreams be ſeen! 
Your fringed ſides with bending oſiers graced ! 
Let us exulting tread your margin green! : 


Mix the warm ſigh, embrace, and be embraced! 


Impart the ſecret dictates of our ſoul ! 
The wiſh, the paſſion, unreſerved and free! 
Conſcious that equal choice can ne' er controul, 


That perfect love, is perfect liberty! 


„ ; 
TT is not ſtrange, that in my Theſpia's eye | 
| Amaze and anger ſhould appear, when told 
That gentle Doris had, without a ſigh, 


Reſign'd her charms to age, for worthleſs gold. 
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[44 J 
In all her features delicacy reign'd; 
What bright, tranſparent tints her cheeks o'eripread |! 
The ſnow beneath (as it that veil diſdain'd) 
With ſofteſt ſwell ſeem'd vanquiſhing the red. 


Mild were her glances as the ray of eve, 
When the lark ſits and meditates his flight; 
Her voice might anguiſh of it's ſting bereave, 


Or ſmoothe, like Philomel, the frowns of night. 


Her ſentiments proclaim'd a ſpotleſs heart, 
Where dwelt the niceſt ſenſe of praiſe and ſham e 
Nature's diſciple, undiſguiſed by art, 


She ſeem'd as born for love's and friendſhip's flame, 


No wonder thou, my Theſpia, ſhould'ſt the tale 
Aſtoniſht hear: more ſkill'd in human-kind, 
Verſed in their failings, I myſelf turn'd pale, 


Such youth, ſuch beauty, ſuch deceit to find, 


Thou 
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Thou ſeeꝰſt how avarice may her ſerpent face 


Amid the flowers of female ſweetneſs hide; 
How thinking we behold each female grace, 


We view the complicated maſk of pride. 


Hapleſs! who thus around Love's ſoaring wing 
Can bind the littering, ignominious chain; 
Stop nature's current, taint her limpid ſpring, 


And proſtitute, thro choice, their ſouls for gain! 


On theſe, who boaſt a woman's form alone, 
Let not my Theſpia waſte a ſingle thought! 
Hers be the robe of honour, virtue's. zone, 


And fame, and generous love, and charms unbought! 


Should Youth the moſt adorn'd, with wealth combine, 
My foul at eaſe, would not a rival dread; 
For conſtancy hath fix'd with roſy twine 


The never-fading chaplet on her head. 


Should 
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Should Fate a decent competence ſupply, 
Ridundant treaſure would to her be given; 
Should it (while love was granted) that deny, | 
For it's beſt gift her thanks would riſe to Heaven, 


The mean, my Fair, and abject of thy ſex 

Yield not the fainteſt light to judge of thee ; = 
My ſettled faith no jarring doubts perplex, 

Thy hopes, thy fears are center'd all in me. 


E'en beneath poverty's incumbent load, 
Our hearts would glow with unextinguiſh'd fire; 
While we together trod the uneven road, Z 
A groan would not be heard, a ſigh tranſpire. 


Should I be doom'd aneh flock to tend, 
Without regret the change 7 ſee thee bear; 
To duty's humbleſt ſtep, ſerene deſcend, 


My love the full reward of every care. 


With 


E 
With what reluctance, at the break of day, 
Bid we adieu! How oft reverts my ſight! 
How do we chide the tardy ſun's delay 
And with what rapture hail the approach of night! 


While temperance pleaſed ſurveys our homely fare, 
Qur ſlender beverage while content ſupplies, 
Let feſtive luxury cull her viands rare, 


Jrateful we fit, and uninvidious riſe. 


Then, e'er with fondneſs we retire to reſt, 
Converſing bland, life's mingled ſcenes we view; 
From theſe delight gay-beaming warms our breaſt, 


And thoſe impearl our cheeks with pity's dew. 


Or not forſaken by the tuneful Nine, 

With ſweeteſt deſcant I the time beguile, - 

Mark how my Theſpia's eyes with tranſport 8 
Nor covet aught, but her W ſmile. 


The 
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The rural matron, and the grey-hair'd ire 


Devoutly wiſh their children's lot the ſame ; 


Thy prudence, meekneſs, neatneſs of attire, 


My induſtry, and love, their precepts frame. 


Oh Theſpia! not the wealth of worlds could buy 
From thee a link of our ſoul-bracing chain; 


And ſhould affliction, ſhould misfortune try 


To break it's union, they would ſtrive in vain. 


Thou know'ſt to value love; how incomplete 
Without his aid, how ſmall is pleaſure's itore ; 


Without his aid, how wretched are the great, 


_ Favour'd by him, what joys may bleſs the poor. 


| XV. 
ENCE raſh Belief! may thy wild thoughts again 
Ne'er thro the cells of buſy fancy rove! 
Oblivion ſnatch their memory from my brain! 


Nor leave a trace injurious to my love! 


But 
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But ever thus in your moſt pleaſing dreſs, 
Ve dear ideas croyd upon my ſoul ! 
There, each rejoicing avenue poſleſs, ' 
And fill with extaſy the vital goal! 


Place her, as now, before my mental eye 
The ſweet, unrivall'd, ſpotleſs, tender fair! 
Pure as the fleecy whiteneſs of the ſky, _ 


Gentle as breezes mild of vernal air 


Can'ſt Thou not gueſs what torments ſeized my heart? 
(For each ſoft paſſion, nicer ſenſe is thine) 
How through each nerve ſwift ran the venom'd ſmart, 


When my eyes glanced along the dubious line? 


Not for the Eaſtern Tyrant's gorgeous robe, 
For all the ſlaves that at his feet have knelt, 
Not for the wealth of all this ample globe, | 
Would I e'er feel again, what then I felt. 


E | Reflection 
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Reflection was o'erwhelm'd; it's power was loſt ; | 
Upon my brow a cold damp vapour hung; TL 


My brain a thouſand vague ideas croſs'd, 


Made my heart ſick, and chain'd my palſied tongue. 


Striving to read, my eyes their taſk refuſed; 
Again I ſtrove, and forced their ſtraining gaze; 
I thought—yet could not think I was abuſed— 


I wiſh*d—but all was darkneſs and amaze. 


Then all that J had read, or heard, or knew 


Of women's guile, and how with arts they blind | 
Unguarded man, to true love moſt untrue, 


 Ruſh'd headlong in, and harrow'd up my mind, 


Can T this want of confidence forgive 
To me, who would for her thro ſultry climes, 
Thro frozen ſeas have paſs'd? not whileſt [ live; 


"Tis treaſon, perfidy, the worſt of crimes. 
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To caſt a ſhade o'er infamy! of vice 
The boſom friend! to weave the mutual ſpell! 
Surely herſelf will ne'er be over- nice, 


Who could another's ſhame conceal ſo well. 


Why did ſhe beg the paper from my hand, 
ut that it proves her conduct baſe and light? 
With trembling earneſtneſs behind me ſtand? 


Then haſte away to ſhun my piercing ſight? 


lt cannot be—ſome dark miſtake is here— 
Yet ſtill, that Woman's life confirms the deed. 
Why doubt? too true alas! the grounds of fear; 


If true, my wounded heart muſt ever bleed. 


Theſe a few thoughts, from out the many were; 
Which thro my mind with fervid motion rolPc.; 
Diſorder, contradiction, dread was there, 


And hope, quick yielding to ſuſpicion bold. 


Ez Lo! 


E 

Lo! I approach thy aa my knees 
Gan ſcarce ſupport their tottering weight along, 
My cheeks now glow, now on a ſudden freeze, 
Now pauſes my weak heart, now vibrates ſtrong. 

Thy hand I preſs'd, but did not as before 
Feel thrilling pleaſure harmonize my frame; 
That magic touch alas ! prevailed no more; 


Emotions roſe, which now [I bluſh to name. 


Then firſt, with ill-difſembled tenderneſs 
I wrapp'd thy ſoft confuſion in my arms, 


No accents were prepared thy ears to bleſs, 


My foul was firmly cloſed againft thy charms. 


Yet did I pity thee: yes witneſs Heaven! 
Compaſſion view'd thee, though I could not love; 
I faw thee from my bleeding boſom riven! 


And ſunk below me, while I ſoar'd above. 
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Yes I look'd down with pity on thy ſtate, 
As on a Cherub whom I once admired ; 


I loved thee not, and yet I could not hate, 


With heſitation my reproach began; 
What rapturous pleaſure did thy anſwer bear! 
Superior joy ne'er bathed the ſoul of man, 


Ah Fool! who would not rather have divined 


Thus taint that inborn rectitude of mind, 


Diſcloſed in each bright feature of thy face? 


Ungenerous, daring without cauſe upbraid? 
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Mourn'd thee guilt-ſpotted, but no more deſired. 


From the pure ſtream of bliſs, and fount ſincere. 


Likeneſs of, names? Could I with mean diſgrace 


Could I thus ſtamp with guilt, ſenſations ſprung 
From thought moſt delicate, which ſhrinks afraid 


From the rude breath of cenſure, from the tongue 


Oh! 


1 


Oh! for the honour of thy ſex, and thee, 


Still be it mine my darling Fair to err! 


Ne'er may thy gentle graces vail to me, 


— 


Be innocence thy genuine character. 
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Thy meekneſs, frankneſs; ſo ſhall ardent love 


„ awhile, ſhine with intenſer ray, 


And even time it's ſteadier warmth improve. 


-j ] 
My ſoul's only joy! My promiſed Wife ! 
For whom I breathe, for whom the {tream of life = [ 


Swift courſes thro my veins! Thou generous maid, 
By truth and young ſincerity array'd > 
In unſuſpecting honour! Nobly free, 
Placing the exceſs of confidence in me. 
Who, heedleſs of the inſipid, prudiſh art, 
Own'ft all the genuine dictates of thy heart. 
From me no word, no action ſhalt thou find 


To ſoil thy innate lovelineſs of mind. . 
| | | From 


„ 
From me thy i innocence hath nought to. . 
To me be ſtill unboundedly ſincere. 
Still gaze on me with love's complacent eye 
Still give me tear for tear, and ſigh for ſigh. 
In my fond boſom hide thy bluſhing face, 
Be more than paſſive ſtill to my embrace. 
Deareſt of women! oh! without controul 
Indulge theſe fineſt movements of the ſoul! 
My breaſt is not with vulgar paſſion fraught, 
J glory in my dignity of thought. 


"Tis true, I feel wichia the kindling fire, 
feel the madd'ning anguiſh of deſire. 
The agonizing joy, the e pain 
Goads each idea of my ſwimming brain. 


Yet this, tho ſympathiſing Thou appear, 


To faintneſs, and to ſickneſs can I bear, 
Nay e'en to death itſelf, e'er thou ſhalt ſee 


A deed unworthy of myſelf and thee, 


E44 XVII. Harey 


1 
W.,. | 2 
TAPPY the Few, who in retirement find 


* Thoſe ſweet delights which ſhun tumultuous noiſe! 
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Who feaſt on pleaſures ſuited to their mind, 
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And barter idle ſhew, for ſolid joys ! 


Far from the city, and it's revelers gay, 
To ſhades and bubbling ſprings, Love takes his flight; 
He hates the ſcenes of their fantaſtic day, 

And long-protracted vigils of their night. 

In crouded towns, how rarely virtue dwells! 

How ſeldom is the genuine muſe careſt! 


They range the untainted lawns, and rural dells, 


Adorn the maid, or fire her ſhepherd's breaſt. | 0 
And are we doom'd to this abhorr'd abode ? | E 
Forbid, again to breathe ſerener air ? 2 
Y 


To ſtray, as erſt, along the ſecret road, 


Untrod by vice, by vanity, and care? 
Here 


FF 5 

Here avarice ſits; there, burſting reaſon's mound, 
Impertinence rolls on her giddy tide oft 3; 
With thoughtleſs mirth the lofty domes reſound, 
The ftreets reſiect the gariſh rays of pride. 


Should we a moment with the din to ceaſe, 
Would I, my Theſpia, frame the ſoothing lay, 
Some worthleſs viſitors diſturb our peace, 

And force the alluring images away. 

1 clenithis their idle boſoms never graced, 
Not to it's finer voice their nerves are ſtrung, 
Scandal and folly regulate their taſte, 


And prompt the quick vibrations of their tongue. 


Who, bred in cities, view the lovely beam 
Freſh darted from the mor:'s expanding eye? 
Till noon the fair indulge their ſlothful dream, 


Wake to complain, and breathe the languid ſigh. 


The 


EN 


The important hours are then reſign'd to dreſs, 


* 


The fancied form of elegance is near; 


But ſhe, far other minds intent to bleſs, 


Seeks with ſimplicity a different ſphere. 


+ int 
ane 
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In trifling parties, evening's ear is cloy'd 


With mingled converſe which no ſenſe can hut ; 


Each theme exhauſted, cards ſupply the void, 


Poor parti-colour'd emblems of their wit. 


Impell'd by vanity, they ſeek the dance, 


Their hair new-modell'd, or their veſture new; 


With hearts unfeeling toward the ſtage advance, 


Jo pity deaf, to ſelf- love only true. 


Or turn'd enthuſiaſts, muſic's charms admire; 


How ſweetly rapt on it's harmonious wings! 


Yet, no delight it's tendereſt notes inſpire, 


Then pleaſed alone, when {training diſcord ſings. 


Vith 


e 
With ſuch as theſe will faithful Love remain? 
Whate'er the whiſpering coxcomb may proteſt ? 
Their forms, their ſouls, ſurveying with diſdain, 


To pomp and avarice He reſigns their breaſt. 


| Loathing it's ſhape, how ſhall I vice deſcribe ? 
What terrors will it's hideous aſpect raiſe? 
Thy mind will ſhrink from it's deteſted tribe, 


Nor dare behold them painted in my lays. 


Here, for the unwary, crait inweaves his ſnares, 
Honour's juſt trophies envy's force o'erturns, 
Seduction his enticing baits prepares, 


And with unhallow'd flames the matron burns. 


Led by example, all her charms diſplaced 
By education, (though her will ſhe hides) 
From fear, from intereſt, is the virgin chaſte, 


While through her veins the ſubtile poiſon glides. 


Intemperate 


= 1 
Intemperate riot now his orgies holds, 
See, abje& treachery een his friend betray ! 
The flatterer here his baſe deceptions moulds, 


And there the nightly robber prowls for prey. 


And muſt we ever with theſe inmates dwell ? 
Muſt we perforce theſe odious manſions chooſe ? 
Can we ne'er break pernicious cuſtom's ſpell ? 


Oh! form'd for love, for virtue, and the muſe ? 


Form'd with the warmeſt, beſt, ſincereſt heart? 
Form'd to perceive, to act by judgment's light ? 
Form'd with the pureſt taſte, unſoil'd by art, 


To urge ſwift Fancy on, or check her flight? 


No, let Us vow, when that auſpicious hour, 
Expected long, together joins our fate, 
To ſeek with Nature her congenial bower, 


Remote from envy, tumult, and debate. 


To. 

Or, ſhould our chains be too ſeverely bound, 
T hat no contagious atoms may infeſt, 

With ſtricteſt watch to guard our doors around, 
And thus incloſed, eſcape the ** peſt. 


Meanwhile O light-plumed youiy haſte not W ! 
Veil not the enchanting ardour of thy face; 


Let thy eyes gliſtening dart the vivid ray, 


With tranſport ſpeak, and move with native grace. 


Ah! much I fear, er that auſpicious hour, 
No more thy bloom foft-mantling will be ſeen, 
Fading, as ſhrink before the ſolar power 

15 ay's fragrant bloſſoms, and her cheerful green. 


With thee muſt joy, muſt ſmiling love retreat ? 
Shall the quick ſtream which warms the heart, be cold? 
hall ſenſibility deſert her ſeat? 


And fancy's radiant viſions, clouds infold ? 


Shall 


4 
LAS TD 
} 


(HART 
14 
ei 
nn. 
WY 
OH . 
4 1 'F. 
. 
0g : 


1 „ 
_ : 
ße my 

44 


1 1499 
101 1 
„ 

„ 

nee, 

"ut; r 
r 

nr 

WU 

[ mnt! | h 

j 


. 
1 


1 : 


Shall innocence no more her bluſh beſtow? 


Tender humanity, the pitying ſigh? 
No more enraptured, ſhall the ſpirits low 


At honour's call ? To us ſhall virtue die ? 


Forbid it all ye powers, whoſe bounteous hands 
Our ſoul- conneCting wreathe at firſt intwined ! 
Let us rejoin your unpolluted bands, 


And leave the infected city far behind. 


Still, ſtill awhile retard the wings of youth! 
Give us retirement's genuine bliſs to ſhare! 
Let mutual faith, ſincerity, and truth, 


The blameleſs muſe, and ardent love be there! 


| XVIII. 
WII, elevated by the ſacred flame 
Of Poeſy ſublime, their minds debaſe? 
Spotted with indecorous leaks of ſhame ? 


And imitating man's inferior race? 


How 


I 


How little they the muſe's votary know, 
| Who think his ſoul from conſtancy will ſwerve, | 
While the pure current whence his numbers flow, 


Each artery fills, and ſtrengthens every nerve 


Theſe truths, my Theſpia, on thy memory ſeal; 
Are there, who boaſt to Join her choſen train, 
Fickle and wavering, of affections frail, 


Purſuing joys fantaſtic, light and vain? 


Who ſtoop to vaunting pride? who covet gold ? 
Who ſcorn the leaſt of honour's generous ties ? 
Rude in their manners, pert, obtruſive, bold? 


The muſe ſurveys them with indignant eyes. 


No warm originality is theirs, 
| Genius retired, or frown'd upon their birth, 


Mechanic rhimeſters, to mechanic ears, 


The frigid, groveling progeny of earth. 


Idly 


. 

Idly they ſtrive to aſcend the forked hill, 
It's woes paths, and rocks abrupt to climb, 
F orever at it's baſe, tho labouring ſtill, 

Then ſwept unnoticed down the vale of time. 


Confiding in their oaths—Oh, lucklels fair! 
What woes, what tortures, follow cloſe behind ! 
Unprincipled their giddy bark they ſteer, 
It ſuits their native lileneſs of mind. 

: ſ 

Not thus, on Whom the true Phœbean ray 
It's influence ſheds; his boſom glowing bright, 
Free are his numbers as the beams of day, ap 
Ardent and chaite as that celeſtial light. 


Should He, amid the fervid hours of youth, 
Be drawn by pleafure's ſpecious wiles aſide, 
Soon he nee led back by radiant truth, 
Nor cer forſakes again his . guide. 


E 1 


To faſhion's mode he varies not his ſtrain, 


Nature and taſte impart their liberal rules, 


No flatterer he, no ſlave to ſordid gain, 


Aid independent on the breath of fools. 


For no peculiar day, no age he ſings, 


The time will come when judgment ſhall prevail; 


For late poſterity he ſpreads his wings, 


And lives, when marble monuments ſhall fail. 


Firmneſs and dignity poſſeſs his ſoul, 
No wild caprice, or trifles fond, beguile; 
His ſteady courſe 1s bent toward honour's goal, 


The virtues praiſe him, and the graces ſmile. 


How true to fame! How tenderly alive 
To pity's ſoft emotions! How ſincere ! 


How vainly the tumultuous paſſions ſtrive 


Fo ſhake his breaſt! they claim no empire there. 
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No change he knows, ne' er roves his devious eye, 


On him the virgin's heart it's faith reclines 


He eſtimates a tear of her's, a ſigh, 


Above Potoſi's or Golconda's mines. 


Doth not on him, her every hope depend ? 


Shall love, ſhall innocence, repent the truſt ? 


Can rectitude it's deeds with falſehood blend! 


Or can the mulſe's offspring be unjuſt? 


Haply their ſpurious brood at ſtrains like theſe 
May ſcoff ; and diflipation laugh aloud : 
But nature all-conſiſtent in her ways, 


With the ſun's eſſence mingles not a cloud. 


In the ſame breaſt ſhe places not deſires 
Of adverſe ſort, diſcriminating nice; 


Nor kindles ſtrong imagination's fires, 


In the cold head, or luke-warm heart of vice. 


| | XIX. FROM 


1 

JDROM the firſt hou? when I deheld the light, 
No time compared with this hive I ſurvey'd, - 
No day c'er roſe with luſtre half ſo bright, 


No minutes ſhone in plumes ſo fair array'd. 


At length adverſity hath ſpent her ſtore, 
Or with falſe aim her poiſon'd arrows fly; 
Our ſpirits long depreſt, again can foar, 


No tears but thoſe of bliſs, ſhall wet our eye. 


O my Beloved | this day ſhall ever ſtand, 
With me, the golden period of the year; 
This day good fortune waved her potent wand, 
Diſperſing all the miſts of doubt and fear. | 


N cs may they riſe again our joys between! 
Ye unexpected ties propitious prove! 
Fairer, and brighter ſtill be every ſcene, ok 
Pourtray'd by tenderneſs, illumed by love! 
—____ 
F 2 XX. Len 


1 

xX. 

ET ſome heap wealth with never-ceaſing pain, 
Try every art, and brave all ills for gain. 

Let others toil in war, whom glory cham; | 
Their flumbers broken by the din of arms, 
Me, neither emulous of pomp or neal; 
Choice to a life of indolence betrays. ; 
Nor ſinall the pleaſure which the country yields, 


It's rills untainted, and i innoxious fields. 


Now from the incircling weed the plant I free, 
Now ſhake the ripen'd apple from the tree; 
My thriving nurſery view; or lands which bear 
The frugal portion of the future year; | 
In hope, my ſheaves arranged with ſkill, ſurvey, 


Or homeward borne, and ſafely piled away. 


J bluſh not in my hardy palm to take 
The ſharpen'd lickle, or collecting rake ; | 


To 


This Elegy is rrincipally imitated from the firſt and ſecond of Tibullus. 


1 


* 


E 

To turn the furrow in the looſen'd plain, 

And throw with liberal hand the yellow grain. 
Or when unheeded by it's careleſs a. 

To foſter by my fire a tender lamb. 

This is the place where life with joy is ſpent, 


Theſe are the haunts which cheriſh ſweet content. 


Oh | when a vacant interſpace I find, 

To tread the paths, myſelf have taught to wind, 
Where the trim hedgerows, neatly pleach'd, around 
Defend my farm, and circumſcribe it's bound. 

To break my fence, and ramble, void of care, 
Acrols the hills and dales, I know not where ; 

How ſtruck with awe, or pleaſure, ſhould my eye 
A blaſted oak unſeen before eſpy! 
Or my ear catch the ſong of ruſtic hind 


Borne on the pinions of the breathing wind ! 


Tho flender are my means, nor large my ſtore, 
Yet not unhoſpitable is my door; 


( @ ] 


Oft ſhall my honeſt neighbour enter there, 


And own, that tho not rich, I am ſincere. 
There helpleſs age ſhall gain ſome fmall ſupply, 


Nor lift in vain the ſupplicating eye. 


Oh! may wy fields the burſting torrent ſpare, 
Nor ſweep de produce of the year! 
Oh! wholeſome be the gales which o'er them blow ! 
80 ſhall my grazing flock no taintworm know : 
So ſhall my healthy oxen draw the plough, 
My kine with well- diſtended udders low. 
Be to my bumble prayer propitious, Heaven! 


Nor thus make leſs the little thou haſt given! 


That little is enough; with that I'm bleſt; 
And feel each wiſh abundantly poſſeſt. | 
Yes, tis enough; what luxury ne'er knows, 
Each eve I ſteep my limbs in calm repoſe. 
Should I awake, how pleaſed, to lye, and hear 
The raging winds without aſſail my ear! 


F 


And 


1] 
And ſhould my Theſpia at the tempeſt ſtart, 
To ſtrain the trembling fair one to my heart! 
Or when the wintry rain deſcends in ER | 


Then to be buried in Elyſian dreams 


This be my lot; let him be rich for me, 
Who dares the terrors of the tincereaiil ſea; 
The pointed rocks, and hidden quickſands braves, 
And all the fury of the winds and waves. 
This be my lotz content ſhall league with health, 
Nor give one anxious thought to pride or wealth, 


My luxury; the ſummers fervid ſun 


In ſome o'er-arching cave, or grove to ſhun; _ 
Seek the deep ſhaded ſtream which ſteals along, 
And pour my unpremeditated ſong. 
When winter drives my cattle to the fold, 
And the ſhrunk æther is benumb with cold. 
To heap the crackling fuel, and at eaſe 


Enjoy the ſpreading luſtre of the blaze; 


F 4 Or 


1 
Or bid my diſtant houſhold train draw nigh, 


And catch the pleaſure beaming from their eye. 


Riches | I give them to the wind to me 

They ſhine unnoticed, and my fair to thee. 

Riches? again I give you to the wind —-— 
Say, can you add one pleaſure to the mind? 
Root out the ever-withering branch of ans? 


Or plant one vegetative virtue there? 


Wide-ſtraying Fancy, whither dof: thou rove? 

O Theſpia, all theſe thoughts I owe to love. 
From thee they ſpring, by thee my breaſt was fired, 
And reaſon ſanctifies, what love inſpired. 
Had not thy bes breathed an humble life, 
1 might perhaps, with baſe diſcaſes W 
1 Have join'd the ſordid throng have dogg'd the train 
Of abject pride, and clank'd my golden chain. 
Now do I knoy to live my Theſpia, now 


To live indeed, for thou hai taught me how. 


For 


n 


— — — c 


E 

For thee my Love, no toil would I diſdain, 
But vie in labour with the meaneſt ſwain. 
My oxen join, when day begins to peep, 


Or on the lonely mountain feed my ſheep ; 


And while my arms thy gentle form ſurround, 


Enjoy ſoft ſlumbers on the rugged ground. 


Who on the embroider'd couch would wiſh to lye, 


If ſcornful love expand his ſleepleſs eye! 


Ah! wretch ! ſoft melody's enchanting ftrain, 


The downy pillow tempts repoſe in vain. 


Let vanity in empty ſhew delight, 
To glitter in the gazer's wond'ring ſight; 


Let proud ambition to the court repair, 


There the mean brow of ſervile flattery wear, 


Cringe to ſome worthleſs pander every hour, 
Creep on the dirty ground, to riſe to power. 
Let avarice looking on his tumid ſtore, 


Exulting lift his head, and curſe the poor; 


Thou 
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Thou ft my every wiſh, and while the fire 
Of life ſhall burn, no other ſhall tranſpire. 


Een at the laſt, thou ſtill my fight ſhall bleſs, 
And my weak hand {hall ſtrive thy hand to preſs. 


How wilt thou mourn, and droop thy penſive head, 


When on my bed of death I ſhall be laid! 


Yes, thou wilt mourn, my pale, cold limbs embrace, 


And bathe with ineffectual tears my face. 


Thou haſt no flinty heart which cannot feel, 

'Thy boſom is not braced with chains of ſteel. 
With ſtreaming eyes ſee me inhumed in clay, 
Nor force ſhall tear thee from my grave away. 


Yet oh! thy cheeks at that dread moment ſpare, 


Nor rend the flowing treſſes of thy hair! 


Tho torn from thee by death's relentleſs will, 
My conſcious ſoul ſhall fondly view thee ſtill. 


Meantime let love be ours; too ſoon will ſpread 


The fable cloud round each devoted head. 
2 Too 


1 

Too ſoon old ag ſteals on, whoſe froſted hair 
Forbids the genial blandiſhments to ſhare. 
Nou let the fugitive be our's! for now 

On our fluſh'd cheeks fits well his fervent glow. 
Now it boobs to mix the endearing ſcene, 


And ſcatter ſweet protervity between. 


Far be the buſtling world! it's trivial joys, 


It's fame, it's wealth, it's honours, I deſpiſe. 


— 


XXI. 


ATH the dag car of day 
Roll'd its annual courſe away, 
Since my Theſpia to my 1 . 
Vielded firſt her virgin charms? 
Since the meekly-bluſhing fair 
Whiſper'd ſoftly in my ear, 
Anxious grief and doubt are flown, 


Take me, I am all thy own? 


Yes, 


* 

Ves, the rapid hours are paſt, 
Fled with more than winged haſte. 
Swift indeed 1s Rena tread, 


Swift ye hours of joy Ye fled. 


Ever-enchanting! ever- new 


Still with fondeſt look I view - 
The gentle beams which from thy heart 
Thro thy eyes expreſſive dart. 55 
Still I feel a lover's fire, 


V 


Tendereſt thoughts, and warm defire ; 


The bridal graces round thee play, 


Young, unconſcious of decay. 


Hence reproach, and fatire vain! 
Fools may feel the galling chain. 
Freedom for us the garland wove, 
Connecting Hymen, cloſe with love. 


Doth poſſeſſion render leſs 


The ſweet zeſt of happineſs ? 
How with pity we behold 


The groveling ſoul, and ſlaves of gold! 
XXII. 


, 
" 


1 
XXII. 
Call no virgin of the nine, 
bend not low at fancy's ſhrine, 
To truth alone theſe ſtrains belong. 
ac guides my pen, and prompts my ſong. 
0 Theſpia, time, which can controul 
The wilder fervours of the ſoul, 
Before whom falſehood ſtands confeſt, 
Of frailty the deciſive teſt, 
Hath, while the ſtill-progreſſive year 
Surrounded twice the ſolar ſphere, 
Added new ſtrength to tender love, 


The paſſion nicer ſpirits prove. 


Hath tried thy ſoul, and found it right, 
Hath brought new graces forth to light; 
: Diſcover'd beauties in the wife, 


Which could not bloom in ſingle life, 


Hou poor is wealth, how low is power, 


Compared with thy ſuperior dower! 


'T hine | 
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Thine are the charms of ** 
Of unaffected, native ſenſe, £34 
From that, ſprings chaſte and humorous mirth, 
And this, to decency gives birth, 
The band without whoſe modeſt tye 


4. 


Mirth is unmeaning revelry. 
Thine is compaſſion's breath ſincere, 
Her gentle ſigh and generous tear. 
Prudential caution, artleſs eaſe, 
That ſweet ſolicitude to pleaſe 
Which never fails my ſoul to bleſs, 


And renders every trouble leſs. 
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Let fortune frown ; let friendſhip fade, 
Diſown the promiſes it made; | 
Let flattery cringe, her baits diſplay, | 
And leagued with ſelfiſh fraud, betray. 
Whatever winds acroſs my courſe 
Blow adverſe, and whate'er their force, 
Thou ſtill ſhalt foothe my ruffled breaſt, 


With thee peace builds her halcyon neſt. 
Thou 


LL FJ 

'Thou with content*s pure joys impart, 

And calm ſerenity of heart. | 

I hate no more, by thee refined, 

But only wonder at mankind, 
And tho I know my prayer is vain, | 
And they are fetter'd by the chain 
Of folly, malice, pride and pelf, 

_ With they were happy as myſelf. 


XXIII. 
HERE are, who think mankind are born to rove, 
By nature vagrant as the uncertain gale, 
Who laugh at vows of conſtancy and love, 


As dreams of fancy, or a dotard's tale. 


To theſe, my Theſpia, ſilence is the beſt, 
The only anſwer, can be juſtly given; 
Let them enjoy their dull unmeaning jeſt; 


Can creeping miſts pollute the face of heaven? 


Ran 
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They know not real love, nor ever knew; 


And bert on vulgar ſcenes of low delight, 
Can never virtue's genuine beauties view, 


Or the true ray of pleaſure mildly bright. 


In faſhion's bowers they flit their little day, 
And eager from their ſouls to Wi bn 
To idle diſſipation homage pay, 

And giddy, drink her various-mingled draught. 


For them let ſecret pity drop a tear 


And nobly conſcious of ſublimer joys, 


Self- ſatisfied her happier fortune bear, 


And leave to change and vanity their toys. 


Conſcious the darling object ne'er can tire, 


True love to each external good is blind, 


Fix'd is the wavering pinion of deſire, 


Thought anſwers thought, and mind embraces mind. 


Who 


1 


Who think like us, like us who love, to thoſe 
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Can wealth or power an added pleaſure give? 
Their tender ſympathy ſtill ſtronger grows, 


Till memory dies their warm affections live. 


Them do their ſmiling progeny amuſe? 
The infant race their mutual cares employ. 
This gift ſhould wiſeſt Providence refuſe, 


They in each other center every joy. 


Not accident or time can e'er divide 
The attractive, firm, indiſſoluble chain, 
The band which cordial amity hath tyed, 


No power, but death itſelf can break in twain. 
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XXIV. 
London, Fibruary, I 77 5. 
ERE mid the giddy and the vain 1 rove 
In cheerleſs ſolitude, nor taſte of j joy, 
My and retreats to thoſe dear Sees of love, 


Thoſe ſcenes where pleaſure reigns without alloy. 


Unfatisfied from gayety I turn, 
What charms has Juxiury or pride for me? 
Methinks I view departed virtue's urn, 


And ſorrowing fi my longing thoughts o on thee, 


On thee, her living image; in whoſe ſoul 
Dwells every grace which harmonizes life, 
Which gilds with bliſs the moments as they roll, 


And makes me venerate the name of wife. 


Here mid the croud,  unknowing, and unknown, 
I paſs in gloomy ſullenneſs along 
Each entertainment now is odious grown, 


The dance inſipid, tireſome is the ſong. 
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Ah! I perceive that nought on earth can Pleaſe, 


When wanting thee, ſole object of delight, 
| Thy eyes emit their ſoft expreſſive rays, 


And pleaſure ſmiles, enamour'd at the light. 


Alone, I bear a dull and lifeleſs load, 


| My thoughts are moping, comfortleſs, and cold, 


Thy preſence is the warm inciting goad 


Which cheers each ſenſe, and renders rey bold. 


How wretched they ! who in the mazy round 
Of idle faſhion urge their fruitleſs chace, 
Who every tender ſentiment confound, 


And nature's laws ſubmit to folly baſe!. 


Here every hour the ideot train I ſpy, 
The buſy, uttering, gay, unthinking crew, 
In every place they meet the ſated eye, 


And wanton licence ſickens at the view. 
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They know, my Love, no happineſs ſerene, 


Tho in the wild purſuit their lives are ſpent, 
They die unconſcious of the ſoothing ſtrain 


„ "I" CO the liſtening ear of ſweet content. 


Mliſtaken fair Ones! Idle, thoughtleſs tribe 
Victims to vice, to vanity, and play! — 
Say, could the world, and all its riches bribe 


Thy nobler heart, my Theſpia, thus to tray ? | 


YI LY — 2 
2 —zꝛ—— „R 9 = 2 
— — — ͤ— 


P cc 


4 
j 
# 


— I 
—— 


Thus to A don the domeſtic ſcene, 


n 


.  —_— 
P w ES: 


—— =” ES AE, 
EO — — — — 
Lg - ä 2 — 


2 bo " 
Where gentleſt peace forever waves her wing? | | 
Where honour, virtue, mild affection reign, 


And Hymen wears the eternal veſt of ſpring ? 


No never. Thou incircled in my arms, 
 Own'ſt every wiſh, and every joy compleat; 
While I with rapture gazing on thy charms, 


Deſpiſe the mean ambition of the great. 


1 85 
Fe ſluggiſh hours, haſte, haſte more ſwift away; 
That I may fly to all my ſoul holds dear! | 
Thy banner, chaſte connubial Love diſplay, 


And guide me ſafely to her breaſt ſincere ! 


XXV. 


\ 7 E Nymphs who tend each blooming grove 
Of ſhady ants, receive my Fair! 


Oh! heed the intreating voice of love, 


And guard her with peculiar care! 
A worthier gueſt ye never knew, 


Ne'er hail'd a ſoul of more unſpotted hue. 


If thus my Theſpia tread the plain, 
A favourite of the ſylvan Powers, 

Or in the friendly dome remain, 
Where glide life's pure unruffled hours, 
Say, will not her reflecting mind 


Oft trace the pleaſing ſcenes ſhe left behind? 
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Tt will; awhile herſelf ſhe cheats, 
And thinks the diſtant viſion near, 
With new-raiſcd joy her boſom beats, 
But ſoon it fades, and melts in air. 
Wiſhing the real ſcenes to ſpy, 
With downcaſt look, ſhe checks the tender foh. 


From my own thoughts I judge of thine, 
The ſame illuſions float around, 
But ah! too quickly I reſign 
The ideal form, the ideal ſound, 
Thy graces, like the W ray, 


Thy voice, like feeble echo's, dies away. 
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On Iſca's margin green I rove, 
Or hurry toward the rural cot, 


But unobſerved by ſocial love, 
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The varied landſcape charms me not; 

Only by thee attractive made, 

Deck'd with it's beauteous tints of light and ſhade. 
5 . Oh! 
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Oh! come thou Wanderer! pleaſures oro 


Now ſetting, mall again ariſe, ; 
With love united, pour it” 5 ſtream | 
Of radiance, and adorn the ſkies 


Come gentle wanderer to my heart * 


Return, return, my ſoul's far dearer pace! 


XXVI. 
OW ien from his northern reign, 
Stern winter ruſhes o'er the plain) 
And proudly boaſts his power. 
The Genius of the foreſt ſighs, | 
While penſive nature ſhivering 1 


Beneath her leafleſs bower. 


Who, Theſpia, ſhall the ſeaſon cheer? 
Relax the rigour of the year? 
And &'en in winter's arms, 
Bid fancy place gay-blooming ſpring, 
And frolic Zephyr wave his wing, 
In homage to her charms ? 


G4 : | | Ah, 
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Ah, who but love! within the breaſt 
By his enchanting influence bleſt 
Perennial roſes grow; 
Ethereal a harbours there, 
No furious . or nipping air 


His ſweet enthuſiaſts know. 
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They vie w well- pleaſed a different clime, 
it, To them a different date of time, 
1 Another ſun belongs; 
1 While all-unſeen by vulgar eye, 
3 | 
. Ten thouſand plumed pleaſures fly, 
i And chaunt their vernal ſongs. 


If haply human paſſions ſwell, 
And ſhake awhile their peaceful cell, 
They ſtrive with idle force: . 
Soon, mutual fondneſs in her chains 
The momentary blaſts reRrains, 


And ſmiling, checks their courſe, 
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Soon as before, the lilies bloom, 
Again the roſes breathe perfume, 
And freſher colours ſpread; 
Again the pleaſures wave their wing, 
Again their warbled tranſports ſing, 
Around the nuptial bed. _ 


O r heſpia, days and years paſs by: 
The varying Aab We eſpy, 
To us no change is known; 
With us perpetual verdure blows, 
For us with conſtant beauty glows 


A ſeaſon of our own. 


XXVII. Sar, 
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XXVII. | 
AY, can the Muſe with all her magic power 
Though every grace attends her fairy train, 
Tho ſhe hath cull'd each bloom which decks the bower 


Of elegance, to ornament her ſtrain. 


Can ſhe the ſoul of Hymeneal love, 
Can ſhe it's tender ſympathies pourtray ? 
While harmony expands her wings above, 


And paſſion yields to friendſhip's ſteadier ray? 


Ah no! *tis her's, the ſuffering lover's tears, 
His feveriſh hopes, and wild deſires to paint, 


His giddy tranſports, jealous doubts, and fears, 


But who can trace the charms of full content ? 


The ſoft complacence of the conſcious heart 


Mocks the rude touches of poetic art, 


XXVIII. Tno 
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i XXVIII. 
HO l favs broke by force the dazzling ſpell, 
No longer by it's bright illuſions ſway'd, 


Tho plunged in action I have bid farewell 


Th ſoothing fancy, to each tuneful maid. 


Yet at thy call I take a tranſient view, 
And for a moment ſeek the Muſes ſhrine, 
F reſh-blooming chaplets on their altar ſtrew, 


To their enchantments deaf, but ruled by thine, 


7 Yes, witnefs nuptial Love! No other power 
Could now evoke the long-forgotten ſtrain, 
With glancing fun-beatn cheer the clouded hour, 


And urge me to their roſeate paths: again. 


With thee I trace each wn, each meadow greens 


Thy voice, is that of reaſon, ſcience, truth ; 
With thee I viſit each ideal ſcene, 
The rapture-breathing n of early youth 


Well. | 
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Well-pleaſed the ſon of Venus I behold, 
Well-pleaſed behold him aim his thrilling dart, 
And generous ardour Tcorning ſordid gold, 


And faith ingenuous linking heart to heart. 


# 
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And adverſe fate prepared to break the tye 
But idly-ſtriving with malicious hand, 
And perſeverance with intrepid eye, 


And hope gay-waving her ethereal wand, 


And Hymen with a fragrant garland crown'd 
on Gs ſoft finger 8 of the graces wove, 


Scattering profuſe a thouſand bleſſings round, 


And holding converſe ſweet with ſmiling love. 


With ſmiling love ſtill converſe ſweet He holds; 


To no ideal ſcenes we need repair, 


The mule's hallow'd ſhrine his wing infolds, 


And the Bard offers his juſt homage there. 


His 
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His be the chaplets ! his the votive lay! 
Let others dwell on thoughts of paſt delight; 
He gilds the beams of this auſpicious day, 


And ſheds o'er all the fane his influence bright. 


This morn to gratulate, for many a year 
May I with joy awake the lumbering lyre! 
My numbers which to Theſpia firſt were dear, 
Will at their bidding reaſſume their fire. 


I aſk not fame, misjudging Croud begone! 


The mule ye vilify ſings not for you. 
She ſings for Theſpia, and from her alone 
Expects the palm to conſtant paſſion due. 


XXIX. 
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Bath, Decethber 20, 17 j 8. 
E Nymphs! Who o'er theſe myſtic ſprings 
preſide, | To 
Which the laborious ſearch of art deride, 


f 
1 
: 
* 
4 1 
[I 
. [ i 
= 
k 
n 1 
1 Th! 
i 
f 
Ty 
9 
'1 T 
Ll 
i 
. 
WU if 4 
1 
\ 4 
4 
j 
17 
f 
| 
b, 
U 
it 
Ll 
} 4 
is 
4 
4 
U 
0 
o 
- 
1 
« 
g 
14 
! 
. 
1 
Ht 
; j 
| 
[] 
5 
12 
U 
\ 
4b 
i 
if 
90 * 


0 
U 
46 5 
ne 


Ih 
| k 
Li 


— 
— — 


By whom alone is traced their winding courſe, 
Who know each ſeed impregnating their ſource, 


And whether cbymic heat, or real flame 
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Preſerves their warmth, thro countleſs years the ſame. 


Great is your virtue, and with praiſes due 
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Hygeia oft hath tuned the lyre to you. 
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But oh! ye chaſte-breath'd Harmonies ! whoſe ſway, 
And gentle impulſe minds ſelect obey; 
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Who in the ſofter, purer heart reſide, 
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Each thought refine, and each emotion guide, 
Who from that ſeat expel intruding care, : | 
And bid ſerene complacence harbour there. . | 


Bid patience ſpread her wing, ethereal gueſt, 
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And charm the ſullen paſſions into reſt, 


— * 2 


71 * 

n o1 

1 

5 5 
if d 

_ 2 

5 TY. 

1 o 

4 : 
. 


Without 


$4 
$5 
. 
r 
348 
r 
tf, 147 
a?! 


Tots = 
4x3" oy 
I EST. a 
— — 
— 


5 
Without your aid, how vain the boaſted waves 
7 Would iſſue from their ſubterraneous caves! : 
In vain the Nymphs would caſe them ſtill to flow, 


Steam in the path, or in the chryſtal glow. 


Say then my Theſpia, ſhall not I e'erlong, 

| The blue-eyed ſiſters hail with grateful ſong ? 

Who to theſe ſtreams (no doubt inſpired by Heaven) 
Such matchleſs force, and energy have given? 

Yes, priſtine health muſt ſoon again be mine; 


For all the mental harmonies are thine. 


ho 
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Thou! who climb'ſt at morn the mountain high, 
Viewing the impurpled eaſt with joyful eye, 
: Thence with light ſtep deſcending to the vale, 
Imbibeſt with extaſy the breezy gale! 

Or piercing thro: fome cert yet untried, 


Beating the moiſt, o'er-hanging boughs aſide, 


Still 
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Still moveſt delighted on with nimble pace, 
The ſprinkled dew-drops glitter ing in thy face, 
Liſtening the brook which idly brawls along, 
And every plumed warbler's niktin ſong 
Or when the burniſh'd car by Phoebus roll'd, 
Darts more intenſe it's rays of liquid gold, 
Beneath ſome ivy-fringed cave reclined, 
Fancy's bright viſions ruſhing on thy mind, 
With ſpirits bland, nurſed by the genial powers, 
Sootheſt with melodious notes the ſultry hours! 

Nor leſs when each gay verdant ſcene is loſt, 
And winter ſhoots his darts of polar froſt, 
With exerciſe thy ſiſter, pleaſed, to brave 
The winds fierce iſſuing from their ſtormy cave! 
Fleet o'er the ſmooth 5 ice-bound lake to ſkim, 
While the blood glows in every active limb! 
To follow where the hounds direct their ſpeed, 
18 o'er hill and dale the rapid ſteed! | 
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Or by the ſocial blaze, with cheerful breaſt 
Prompting the tale of mirth and frolic jeſt, 

The rural laugh which ſprings from heart-felt glee, 
The ſprightly dance, and artleſs minſtrelſy 
Hygeia! faireſt nymph of Dian's train! 


Ah! why by me fo long purſued in vain! 


_ Ie thee not, when beams morn's purple light, 
When ſhines the ſun with mid- -day fervour bright, 

I meet thee not upon the mountain's brow, 

In the wild woodland, or the vale below, 

Nor by the prattling brook with oſiers crown'd, 
Nor in the cave with flaunting ivy bound 

And when the minſtrel ſings with heart-felt olee, 
To him confeſt, thy charms are hid from me. 
Hygeia! faireſt nymph of Dian's train! 


Ah! why by me fo long purſued in vain! 


Yet ſometimes at a diſtance, I ſurvey, 


But dim, and through a cloud, thy paler ray. 
EW I fnatch 
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I ſnatch the lucid interval, and ſoar 
Awhile with ſwift-wing'd fancy as of _m_ 


The muſes invocate, with zealous prayer, 


Nor unpropitious do the muſes hear ; 


Till the cloud thickening, veils thy beams 1 in night, 


Fancy prone links from her aerial height : 
Pain whets his ſtings, their torpid force prevails, 


The venom ſpreads, the mental ardour fails. 


Still ly Hygeia! drooping Fancy fly! 


A ſacred power there is, forever nigh. 


Love, in thy ſhape my Theſpia, ſtands unmoved ; 


Love ne'er deſerts what once it truly loved. 
Sickneſs ſtill more forbids it's bonds to ſtart, 
And pity ſoftens more it's tender heart: 

A gentler, but more {trong attraction reigns ; 


Ani milder energies new-brace it's chains. 


While then my Theſpia's looks each care beguile, 


While in her preſence pain and languor ſmile, 


While | 
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While on the mind ſhe — healing balm, ; 
And binds it's tempeſts in an halcyon calm, 
Awakens hope, and baniſhes deſpair, 
And though 1 foot; yet teaches me to bear; 
Still ly Hygeia! Thou 100 Fancy fly! 8 
A ſtrengthening ſoul- inſpiring power is nigh. 
Let that, her influence; this, her ſtrains refuſe; 


Thou ſhalt be health my Theſpia, thou the Muſe. 
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A leaſt in plumes unborrow'd T preſent 
2 Theſe elegies of love to Theſpia's eye; 
She hates with me the florid ornament, 


And gawdy muſe, whoſe {trains her ſoul belie. 


To Theſpia only, and the few, whoſe taſte 
Accords with her's, the tender lays belong. 
Life's real ſcenes, domeſtic, ſimple, chaſte, 


Form for the vulgar no attractive ſong. 


a” Envy 
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Envy might haſten to depreciate fame; 


And Critics ſneer with many a witleſs jeſt, 
Aſſail with inſults her unſpotted name, 
And wound, if poſſible, her candid breaſt. 


They might perchance cull with illiberal art 


Each weaker number, (for what powers can build 


The faultleſs rhime ?) and judging from a part, 


Pronounce the whole with blots unſeemly fill'd. 


Or hating living worth, ſome author dead 
Produce; his fainted page contraſt with mine; 
And think the wreathe muſt fade upon my head, 


Becauſe his laurels, ſpite of malice, ſhine, 


Not thus, would they aver, Tibullus wove 
His gentle ſong to Delia's matchleſs praiſe; 
Not Hammond thus, ſelected prieſt of love, 


Taught by each grace, pour'd his mellifiuous lays. 


"we 
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10 


Their muſe, unfailing taſte wth beauty crowns, 
No lapſe, no tranſient flaw our eyes behold.— 
Inſenſible are they to envy's frowns, 


They breathe no longer on this earthly mould. 


No bard I ſeek to rival in my ſtrain; 
As nature dictated, the Roman wrote; 
Hammond in elegant and eaſy vein, 


Hath ſweetly copied what Tibullus thought. 


As nature dictated with ſovereign will, 
do roſe my thoughts, ſo flow'd my eaſy lay. 
the quick ſenſations fly from tardy ſkill, 


Yet elegance may move as ſwift as they. 


For join'd with ſentiment, expreſſion ſprings, 
From the ſame lucid chamber of the mind. 
Coarſeneſs it's ſpeed muſt check, retract it's wings, 


And hovering round, long ſtrive to be refined. 


H 3 


1 
But Theſpia ſmiles— She all the verſe inſpired; 
Form'd each idea, ſees each feeling true. 
Love is the only judge to be deſired, 
Where only love the genuine portraits drew. 


Hence then away, ye mean invidious bands! 
And the vile croud, which iterates your voice [ 
_ Theſe ſtrains, my Theſpia, ſhall eſcape their hands; 


Such is thy purer wiſh, and ſuch my choice. 


Some friends alone, our faithful loves ſhall read, 
Conſentient minds, who cannot, will not blame; 
From envy, from each groſſer paſſion freed, 


Whoſe thoughts are hallow'd, whole eſteem is fame. 


The firſt t Impreſion of theſe Poems nit with the 
Elegy above. 


XXXII. O Trzs- 
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L 
O THESPIA, what calamity is theirs, 
5 Who with no ſoft companion of their Way, 
Are doom'd to ſtruggle with conflicting cares, 
And through adverſity's dark paths to ſtray! 


Who ſunk from affluence, are condemn'd to prove 
The loſs of friends, neceſſity's ſharp fang, 
It's rankling wound ne'er ſoothed by tender love, 


Expoſed without reſource to every pang ! 


Their ruin'd fortune how can they ſuſtain ? 
And all the blaſted hopes of life reſign ? 
Support the ſtroke of agonizing pain ? 


And on it's dreary bed for months recline ? 


Still Paſſion's ſlaves, with wild reflections fraught, 
Can they the fierce heart-rending tumult bear ! 7 9 
Who ſhall-the ſallies curb of frantic thought f 


Who from their tortur'd boſoms chace deſpair? 


A | | With 
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With what complacence, what ſerene delight 
The pleaſing contraſt of my lot I view! 
With thee, my Theſpia, every care is light, 


And adverſe fate aſſumes a different hue. 


Cloſe on the verge of want, with thee I taſte 
Joys which exhauſtleſs mines would Gul to give, 
No idle wiſh on former proſpects waſte, 

And ſcorning riches, prodigally live. 


For in thy ſoul my countleſs wealth is ſtored, : 
To me by partial fate the key was given, 
Mine is alone the pure refulgent hoard, 


The coin which bears the genuine ſtamp of Heaven. 


While I this ſacred treaſure may command, 
On it's vague plumes let fickle friendſhip fly, 
Let cold eſteem unmoved at diſtance ſtand, 


Aﬀected pity wipe her tearleſs eye. 


is 


E 

»Tis thine anxiety and grief to charm, 

' To ſoothe the lingering torments of diſeaſe, 
Thine every raging paſſion to diſarm, 


As when the breath of zephyr calms the ſeas. 


O wedded Love! true Foſterer of the heart ! 
How did I lately feel thy magic power, 
When all the boaſted remedies of art 


Were vain and iruitleſs in the afflictive hour! 


Thy influence, piercing like the ſolar ray, 
Cheriſh'd the latent germs of ſtrength within, 
ave them to ſhoot, as when the buds of May 
From the dried bark their vernal growth begin. 

By thee praiſed, attentive to thy voice, 
ſought the rills, the lawns, the blooming vale 


Where frolic childhood bade my ſoul rejoice, 


Where firſt m y lips eſſay'd the tender tale, 


Invoked 


L I 


Hivoked by thee— again young Fancy came 
And met my ſteps by Alphin's willow'd fide, 
Memory renew'd her weak diminiſh'd flame, 


And Health allured me toward the hills of Ide. 


I felt the tepid breezes of the ſpring, , 
I ſaw with cheerful looks the village throng, 
I heard the early lark on ſoaring wing, 


And raiſed once more the involuntary ſong. 


Ye ſcenes long loſt! ſcenes of my boyiſh years 
Ye ſcenes where pleaſure and where love I found! 
Thou babbling brook, whoſe ſtream my boſom cheers! 


Ye verdant lawns, ye orchards blooming round! 


Witneſs, bebolding you, whoſe charms I trace! 
For here in l unarray'd, 
I ſaw my Theſpia rich in native grace, 
And wooed the Mule to ſing my favourite Maid. 


Oh! 


1 


= 5 | 
Ohl be your power ye gentle ſcenes confeſt 
On the tired ſoul refreſhing balm you ſhed, 
By you with ce Aon vigour glows the breaſt, 


By you content drops roſes on the head. 


Still lovely vale, and ftill ye hills of Ide 
Shall you by me with grateful note be ſung, 
And exerciſe, and wedded love my guide, 


And health's alluring ſmile, and fancy young. 


But to preſerve the bleſſings they beſtow, 
All, all, my Theſpia, muſt on thee depend, 
My ſong, nay more, my life to thee 1 owe, 


| Unwearied Guardian! Tutoreſs! Lover! Friend! 


XXXIII. Tur 


> 
XXXIII. 


December 20, 1782. 
HY prayers are granted; Heaven again beſtows 
Firmneſs, and active nerves, the ſparkling eye; 
Quick thro my veins the genial current flows, 


My features reaſſume a clearer dye. 


Now freed from ſelf, imagination roves, 
Paints fairy forms, ideal ſcenes renews, 
Strikes the gay lyre, invokes the ſmiling loves, 


And bathes her forehead in Pierian dews. 


With ſympathy again my breaſt is fraught, 
To feelings not its own once more expands, 
Exults in warm vivacity of thought, 


And longs to mingle with the ſocial bands. 


Yet, in it's kindneſs, cruel, fate denies 

This intercourſe of freedom unreſtrain'd, 

Forbids the ſtruggling ſoul at once to riſe, 

Still braced with ſhackles tho leſs ſtrictly chain'd. 
Put 


L991 
But ſhall I therefore pine, and not enjoy 
Retirs ſolid good, and learned eaſe? 
Will not philoſophy her dal employ, a 


And give the deepeſt ſolitude to pleaſe? 


Revoke the word - what ſolitude is mine? 
Am I not bleſt beyond a Monarch's lot? 
Poſleſſing thee, what radiant ſun-beams ſhine, 


And gild with happineſs our rural cot 


With thee my Theſpia crouded courts attend, 


Their poliſht graces, not their mean deſires, 
The bland companion, and the feſtive friend, 


The charms of converſe, and it's brighter fires. 


Wich thee my humble dwelling all contains, 
And more than cities boaſt; not turgid pride; 
But ſweet tranquillity which loves the plains, 


And ſeeks the murmuring ftream's ſequeſter'd fide. 


How 
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How grateful is the peaſant's honeſt nod 
Compared with ſervile cringes, feign'd reſpect ! 


How far ſuperior he who breaks the clod 


To thoſe who ſhine with ſordid honours deckt! 


With thee, what joy, to hear the choral lay 
Which nature prompts the feather'd tribe to pour, 
When they exulting hail the morning ray, 


Or bleſs the milder eve's declining hour ! 


Such melody let ſapient taſte deſpiſe, 


The complex knot of harmony unfold ; 
Our's be each ſimpler pleaſure, our's to prize 


This lowly roof beyond the fretted gold. 


Our's o'er the hill, or thro the lawns to walk, 
Give common objects more than common praiſe. 
The hedge-cloſed lane enliven with our talk, 


While o'er our cheeks the mutual tranſport plays. 


From 


E 
From inward bliſs to embelliſh every ſcene, 
| With livelier tints the proſpect to adorn, 
To cloathe the meadows with a freſher green, 


And hang with ſweeter bloſſoms every thorn. 


Our's to the neighbouring village to repair, 
Lift the light latch, and ope the fragile door, 
Heed the complaints of induſtry and care, 


And ſoothe the painful anguiſh of the poor. 


Oh wretch | who much poflefling, wilt not give 
From thy luxurious waſte with liberal mind! 
Oh wretch ! who having little, dareſt to live, 


| While to thyſelf that little is confined! 


Or be it our's, when drives bleak winter's fleet, 
Or hoary froſts incruſt the faded graſs, 
As now, with joy the wrinkled ſire to greet, 


And bid with careleſs laugh his terrors paſs. 
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Or 6 the blazing rey in cheerful mood 
Recall the pleaſing deeds of younger times, 
With temperate cup impell the lazy blood, | 


Read idle tales, or carp at idle rhimes. 


Pull down the buildings fancied wiſdom rears, 
Turn o'er the hiſtorian's, or the traveller's page, 
Meaſure the earth, dart upward to the ſpheres. 


Pity the ſceptic, and admire the ſage. 


Contemplate man, each different being trace, 
How various, how diſtinct, yet how combined! 
The unerring laws controuling every race, 


How egrovelir.g, matter! how ennobled, mind! 


Then caſt each ſyſtem, reaſon caſt aſide, 
And in ourſelves all human pleaſure view, 
Whim, frolic fancy, or caprice the guide, 


They take the lead, and playful we purſue, 


Ah! 


1 
Ah! who ſhall tempt me to lite's wider road 
From theſe more eee en but happy bounds? 
The abject throng let tyrant lucre goad, 6 


Me with her golden veſt content ſurrounds. 


In thee, my Theſpia, a far mightier power 
Than Plutus, hath lock'd up his plenteous ſtore, 
The riches of the ſoul thy native dower, 


Virtue's chaſte eſſence, and love's pureſt ore. 


XXXIV. 


HENCE flows the ſtream of poeſy refined? 
From that pellucid fountain in the mind, 
Which gives the germs of elegance to bloom, 
Spread their ſoft leaves, and breathe their mild perfume, 
To which, where'er it's liberal currents glide 
Each nicer feeling owen it's vernal pride: 
Where early Love inſpired with tranſport laves, 
Bathing his pinions in the glaſſy waves; 
|” I Whence 
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kenee, urged by time, his feet refuſe to ſtray, 
To quit the enchanting ſhade, and flowery way. 
The winds may howl, the ſurging billows roar, 
The tempeſt fierce aſſault life's diſtant ſhore, 
Tranquil he ""0Y nor heeds the inclement ſky, 
In vain the thunders burſt, the lightnings fly; 
Tranquil he ſits, md views the vernal ſcene, 
The beauteous foliage, nnd the tide ſerene ; 

Or pleaſed with youthful fancy a recline, 
For him a wreathe the gentler paſſions twine, 


Approach his hallow'd form with modeſt tread, 


And bind the bluſhing fragrance round his head, 


Hither he bids his choſen train repair ; 
'Theſpia obey! ;ndidle the purer air; 
Mark, if within the ſcope of human ſight 
Ariſe ſuch fairy viſions of delight, 
Mark the gay groves, the golden fruitage WY 


The bowers of love, of peace, of harmony! 


While 
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While thus, with tones unknown to claſſic ground, | 

Nor from the Aonian mountain echoed round, 

Bright Conſtancy, the raptured haunts among, 

Strikes the ſweet lyre, and pours the heart-felt ſong. 
Our's is the clime which real Joys enfold, 

And our's the true unfabled age of gold, 

No blaſting doubts, no froſts of hate we fear, 

But ſpring eternal leads the circling year. 

From hence no vague ideal wiſhes rove, 


Freedom is our's, tho circumſcribed by love. 


The moments haſte unnoticed in their flight, 


Day follows day, and night ſucceeds to night, 


Whate'er is mortal yields to time's controul, 

But unimpair'd remains the ſtedfaſt ſoul. 

Tho youth ſhould fade, and beauty's magic flame, 
Truth's ever-living radiance is the ſame. - | 


Seek then the clime which real joys enfold, 


Our's is the true unfabled age of gold. 


Fn 
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No blaſting doubts, no froſts of hate we fear, 
8 | While fpring eternal leads the circling year. 


XXXV. 5 5 
December 20, 1784. 


ET once again I quit the ſtrand, 


And leave the calm and peaceful land. 
Thro treacherous ſeas my canvas ſpread, 
Or watchful drop the ſounding lead. 
Prepared to brave the ſtorms of life, 
To ſhun the dangerous rocks of ſtrife, 
And wind (if poſlible) my courſe | 
With ready art, or ſtedfaſt force. 

No novice on the inconſtant main 
It's ſurging waves I plough again. 
Should calumny her lightnings dart, 

They cannot reach a vital part, 

Tho friendſhip ſhould once more betray, 
While liberal candour points the way 


I view 


[ 27 I: 
I view. her with diſdainful eye, 
View her, and paſs uninjured by. 


Hail to the generous and the kind 
GE upright thought and purer mind! 
By whom encouraged, from the bowers 
Where leiſure tends her dewy flowers, 
Wie with their not ave ſtrain 
The muſes ſoothed the bed of pain, 
Where by reflection's voice ſubdued 
Sunk pride of heart, and paſſion rude, 
Where love by pious friendſhip bleſt 


With genuine ſun-ſhine cheer'd the breaſt, 


My ſtation uncompell'd I take, 

And ſloth's ne law forſake; 
For their's is truth's and reaſon's tone, 
« Man lives not for himſelf alone.” 
Nor unleſs Health her aid denies, 


Should 1 renounce the ſocial ties. 


14 | Farewell 
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Farewell then every ſtudy light! 


* 


To every muſe a long good night! 
Imagination's fairy ſtore 


Charms my determined ſoul no more. 
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My ears are cloſed, her Siren train 


Sit on the cliffs, and ſing in vain. 
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While health is mine, at duty's call 


Not the ſevereſt taſks appall; 
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Nature's entangled wilds to try, 
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And ſtretch diſtinction's niceſt eye. 
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With obſervation, faithful guide 


— 3 N 
_ — 
— = : 

= — — — FEES 
— 

— == 
hr no ne — —— 
— eto a, 


Who caſts each prejudice aſide, 

And where ſhe fails, through every age 

Conſults with toil the learned page; 
While from the toil a pleaſure flows, 


Which well the ene boſom knows. 


Nor did I fly e'er ſickneſs came, 
From this, the nobler path of fame. i 
| But 
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But ſtrove with all my {kill and might 
To tread the ſteep and ſlippery height, 
Or, as my native powers allow'd, _ | 


At leaſt to aſcend above the coun; 


Farewell then to retirement's cell! 

bo every Muſe a long farewell! . 
But not to low. Theſpia, ſtill 

That cordial balm our cup ſhall fil; 
That cordial baim, which ſhed around 
Can heal each accidental wound : 
Which fill the lamp of action feeds, 
And prompts the mind to arduous deeds. 
Let that be our's; let that inſpire | 

The nk and elſe unheeded lyre, 
That be a theme to laſt till death, 

And quiver on our lateſt breath. 

That muſt be our's; and when the waves 


And threatening floods my veſſel braves, 


Should 
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1 
Should tempeſts raiſe them to the ſky, 
Oh! lift it's ſacred beacon high! 


* 


Which, when it's friendly rays appear, 
Shall diſſipate each anxious fear: 

And hope revived think labour ſport, 
Till reſolution gains the port. 


XXXVI. 

N the laſt twentieth of December 

I vow'd, as you perhaps remember 
No more to fount:the Muſes” ſhell, 
And bade to all their ſtrains farewell, 
| This holiday alone excepted, 
And from the general ban protected. 
While firmly my reſolves to bind, 
And keep me in the ſelf-ſame mind, 
Three tyrants have combined their force, 


Sworn enemies to fancy's courſe. 


, Buſmeſs, 
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Buſineſi, with ſtern and ſolemn air, 

| Now plodding ſtudious in his chair, 

Now cane in hand the city pacing, 

Now thro the neighbouring country racing, 

Intent to mark each Into ill, 

Preſcribing bolus, draught or pill, 

As points ſucceſs, ſo ſinking, riſing, 

Or wich the wretched ſympathiſing. 
Buſineſs and poeſy (no wonder) 

Muſt dwell at leaſt a league aſunder. 


And to an end their progreſs brings, 
Who bids the trifler's whims be o e 
The charms of beauty charm no more, 
Who, as we in the picture ſee, | | 
Holds little Cupid on his knee; 

Nor tho he weeps, his victim ſpares, 
But trims his pinions with his ſheers, 
Advances on with froſty pace, 


And ſhakes his hour-glaſs in my face. 


Next, Time, which ſways all human things, 
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As if they play'd a loſing game, 


To aid them, lately Fever came, 
Deſtructive both of love and wit, 

She ſprung from Acheron's dark pit, 
Prepared to ſtrike a fatal b 0 
And drag me to the Wade Vibe 
Deep thro my veins her poiſon roll'd, 
This beating heart was well- nigh cold. 
Nor had the invidious monſter fail'd, 
But you my Theſpia {till prevail'd. 
The ſhield of wedded faith you brought, 
And many a ſhaft thereon was caught. 
By day, by night you took your ſtand, 
The ſacred near in your hand, 

With antidotes to Hermes due, 

By him pore from Peru. 

Nor leſs with ſighs and gentle prayer 
You ſoothed the fiend's barbaric ear, 
Till vanquiſht ſhe at length retired, 
Health beam'd anew, and I reſpired. 


But 
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But ere ſhe fled, from out my brain 
She chaced imagination's train, 
Each crink and cranny rummaged out, 
And fairly put them to the rout. 
Nor an idea left behind 
| Fo feed the enthuſiaſtic mind: 
Nothing of high poetic folly, 
But grave and holy melancholy, 
And prudence, man's moſt ſure defence, 
And reaſon fixt, and common ſenſe, 
By genius ſtiled a ſtupid ſet, 
But which without demur or let 
Perform the offices of life, 
Can ſerve a friend, or praiſe 1 wife, 
And, tho without a ſong, can prove 


Stedfaſt in amity and love. 


Theſe are the powers I now revere, 


And only quit them once a year, 


A rhime : 
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A rhime or twain for you to ſpin 


Among your friends to figure in. 
Once they were form'd, tho ſome what rough, 
Of ood, ſubſtantial, thick-wove ſtuff, 

But now, for faſhion rules the roaſt, 

No ſolid texture can they boaſt: 

In the laſt Gallic colour died, 

And flimzy as the dreſs of pride: : 

But take them, wear them as you may, 


Such as they are, they'll laſt a day. 


XXXVII. 


. fares the Muſe when ſad affliction reigns, 
Mute is her voice, or nerveleſs are her ſtrains, 
Een love itſelf can then but faintly glow, 
It's rays ſcarce pierce the thicken'd clouds of woe : 
Of filial woe, which ſtrives in vain to fave 


A much-loved Parent bending o'er the grave. 


[nas 1 
To whom are due whate'er this "00 can boaſt, 
Each warm emotion, juſtly valued moſt, 
By her infuſed, expanded, and refined, 
The energic thought, and ſympathiſing mind. 


Affliction reigns; and buſinefs adds his frown, 
And care which ſhakes the blooms of genius down; 
And time's harſh blaſt, which withers as he moves 
The aſpiring ac and the fragrant groves 


Where ſported in their prime the enthuſiaſt loves. 


Yet Theſpia, what remains, what neither care 
Nor buſineſs from it's laſting ſeat can tear, 
What potent grief, what age can ne'er untwine, 


The friendſhip of a breaſt ſincere is thine, 


XXXVIII. IN 
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XXX III. 


lt 


” N days of yore, in claſſic days, | 


Which every ſchool-boy knows to praiſe, 
Which puppies oft affect to flout, 


Whoſe worth no pedant e' er will doubt, 0 
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Which e'en the ſage, intent on truth, 


— 
-” 


From ſtrong ideas form'd in youth, 
Can never totally neglect, 
Or think of but with ſome EY 


In thoſe ſame days of antient date, 


Such were the partial laws of fate, 
An eaſy trade the Bard poſleſs'd, 
And fix'd cheap laurels on his creſt ; 
For birth- day ode, or nuptial metre, 
For paſtoral ſweet, or love- ſong ſweeter, 
The ingredients aptly cut and dried 
Were by the reigning taſte ſupplied, 
And poems, finiſht on a ſudden, 
Roſe plump ood round, like huſwife's pudding, 
| | - Whate'er 
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Whate'er the theme, or wild, or ſteady, 


The golden legend aye was ready. 
Some God beſtrid each hill and mountain, 
Some Naiad bathed in every fountain, 

Satyrs and Fauns each wood could boaſt, 

And Nereids danced on every coaſt. 

The jews-harp or the lyre, had power 

To raiſe up walls, or build a tower. 

Dolphins and pards had evi for melody, 


Rocks could applaud, or trees cry well a day! 


His charmer who could fail to embelliſh, 
What charmer fail the verſe to reliſn, 
When now majeſtic Juno came, 

Now Semele array'd in flame, 
Struck his warm noddle, ſeized upon it, 
And ſhaped his epigram, or ſonnet ? 
When Venus, and her car, and doves, 
And Cupid, and the little Loves 
Popp'd ever in at time of need, 


And form'd a portion oſ his creed? 


When 
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When Delia's lips, or cheeks to paint, 
Should flattery, and his verſe be faint, 
The bloom of Hebe fill was near, 
Bloom, not a pin the worſe for wear. 
If chaſte, and cruel, Dian ſhe, 

If wanton, blithe Euphroſyne. | 


If brown, the colour was divine, 


A gentler ſhade of Proſerpine. 

If not a chicken, Ops, or Tethys 925 
She ſhone; ſo blind a buzzard Faith is. 

Was ſhe a ſtroller? fo roved Jö. 

An opera-girl ? ſo quaver'd Clio. 

O nymphs! raids ſongs! how paſſing fine- a, 
When every midwife was Lucina! 

Floras, the ſiſterhood proterva, @(*- 


And every tambour-wench— Minerva 


No wonder poetry ran riot, 
That the Bard's hum: ſtrum ne'er was quiet, 
Or his gay lute forever ſtrung; 


Then Sapphos, and Anacreons ſung, 
| And 


EE 
And by ſuch imagery inſpired, 
The ſcribbling race was never tired. 
a Ovid ſpun his cobweb ſtrain, 
Hence flow'd Tibullus' tender vein, 
Propertius hence, to mix was able 
One third of Le: two of fable. 
And had they lived, the whole fraternity 
Might thus have piped to all eternity. 
Such was the potent aid they found, 


Such help-mates throng'd the enchanted ground. 


Oh! what a change hath now a I 
How dul, inanimate, and rude 
With us, no Fauns, or Satyrs dance, 
No Gods upon our hills advance. 
No Nereids on our coaſts appear, 
But cockle-ſcrapers dabble there. 
Our cattle preſs the fountain brim, 
But not a Naiad moves a limb. 


Tho Handel's muſic may ſurpriſe, 


The devil a ſingle barn will riſe. 
| 5 
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Our rocks are fixt, our trees are local, 


And Mara cannot make them vocal. 
To adorn our miſtreſs, we preſume 
Haply to borrow Hebe's bloom ; 

But Venus, and her ſon ſquire Cupid 


Are either dead, or deſperate ſtupid. 


Our Dians are no longer chaſte, 


Nay, oft are tumid in the waiſte. 


Euphroſyne is turn'd to ſtone, 


Or lives in Milton's verſe alone. 


Flora and Ops, and Proſerpine 
Are baniſht with the Siſters Nine. 


While Pallas is removed as the 


As Saturn's ring, or Herſchel's ſtar. 


What then, my Theſpia, now remains? 
Can you expect enthuſiaſt ſtrains ? 9 81 
That the poetic mill ſhall grind, 

When nought but huſks are left behind? 
That I ſhould run a wild-gooſe chace, 


Deprived of every Love and Grace ? 


When 


( an 
When 1 may rave, and puff, and hollo, 
And. can't be anſwer'd by Apollo? _ -. 


Take then the world as now it goes; 


For truth is truth, in verſe or proſe. 


- While I this faithful hand might hold, 
The radiant gem, or figured gold, 
Should not the ſacred graſp untwine, 
Nor all the bullion of the mine. 
Compared with thee, each Nymph and Goddeſs 
Are mortal drabs, and fit for noddies. 
Thy ſolid merits their's tranſcend ; 
So thinks the Huſband and the Friend ; 
Who not a grain would give of thee, 


Should e'en Olympus be the fee, 
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| XXIEC 

© an Theſpia ſtill expect to hear 
5 Melodious numbers charm her ear f 
Still owns my ſoul her gentle reign, 
Nor ſhall the wiſh be breath'd in vain. 
'Tho the fleet years on ceaſeleſs wing 
Have borne away the ſweets of foring, 
Tho ſummer's riper Serial fade, 5 
Vet mild is autumn's balmy ſhade: 
And fancy to her office true, 
Can each idea paſt renew. 
Bid early love his bloſſoms ſhed, 
His virid chaplets bind our head; 
His fuller graces round us pour 
Th ethereal warmth he felt before. 
Minds aptly join d freſh ſcenes create, 
And change the partial laws of fate. 
Not even winter's ruſhing ſtorm 
Their pleaſing viſions can deform. 
Amid it's froſts ſhall roſes bloom, 
Internal brightneſs cheer it's gloom. | 
XL. AGAIN, 


+490 | 


XL. 
December 20, 1789. 

GAIN my Theſpia muſt I ſing, 

| Again the chiming couplets ſtring ? : 
And ſhall thy Poet ne'er be free, 
But ever tune the lyre to thee ? 
Reflect, that ſince my natal day, 
| Now, fifty ſuns have paſt away. 


The old will ſwear, with fictions tongue 
_ only ſtrive to ape the young : 

That love is quite extinct, or fled, 

And every ſoft ſenſation hb 

That nature pales her brighter fires, 
And only frigid art inſpires. 8 

The young will titter at the ſound, 

The wink and nod will circle round; 
Humour, himſelf will archly bleſs, 


And wit cut jokes at my diſtreſs 


K 3 Condemn'd 
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N Condemn'd to bring at thy command 


Elyſian dreams from fairy land. 


Yet ſpite of youth, and ſpite of age, 
The frolic laugh, or cenſure ſage, 


Thy Poet, dreading to be free, 


| Shall ever tune the lyre to thee. 


Whether with eye acute, or blind, 
Still own the beauties of thy mind. 
Whether with memory freſh, or doating, 


Look thro the huſk, the outer coating, 


And all thy former charms ſurvey 


Conſpicuous as the bloom of May. 


That goodneſs, which unchanged remains, 
Which adds new fetters to the chains, 
The chains which worn however long, 


Are but more poliſht, not leſs ſtrong. 


XII. On 
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B 
XLI. 
N drear Siberia's frozen plains 
1 How faintly ba the voice of love? 

From their numb'd ſource, the vital rills 
As if withheld by icy chains, 
In dull, and ſullen progreſs move. 
The native's breaſt no warm emotion hills ; 
No genial intercourſe of mind, 
No rapturous ardours, ar delights refined 
Unfold their plumes, and innocently gay 
Mid bowers, and fairy lawns, and ſparkling fountains play. 
The affections die as ſoon as born, 
Or pierced with driving fleet, or whelm'd in ſnow, 
A ſickly being drag along; 
Nor bluſh of orient morn 
They view, nor eve's purpureal glow, 


Nor ſol's meridian radiance, calmly ſtrong. 


Dwells love beneath the burning line, 
Amid the ſavage bands 
K 4 
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Which roam o'er Ethiopia's. ſands? 
Ah, no! He ſhrouds his form divine 
Far from the paſſion's wild exceſs, 
Intent a different race to bleſs. 


The hurried mien of fierce deſire, 


— 1 
: 3 — OS IS = Wo - 
- 22 8 . EOS — Xx. —— Ss 
: _ — — 8 S * 

* . 


SS oo 
— tn, 


The frenzied eye which rolls in fire, 
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Denote a fever's dreadful ſtrife 


Whoſe flame licks up the ſtream of life. 
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There quickly ſhrinks each female grace forlorn, 


Slavery ſucceeds, and abject ſcorn : 


Tho now by head-ſtrong fury driven, 
While apathy treads' cloſe behind, 
And fruitleſs wiſhes empty as the wind, 


There, man himſelf is but the ſcorn of Heaven. 


Not thus within the temperate zone, 
Under ſoft ſkies, and fed by vernal Jews, 
Love ſmiles delighted, and around his throne 
Binds flowers, whoſe thick-inwoven hues | 
Shine with perennial luſtre. In the vales 


Of Albion, all his airy people rove, 
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On her green hills, or in the peaceſul grove, 
There tune the ſong, and whiſper ſweeteſt tales. 
But chiefly his Devonia owns his ſway, 

Her habitants the mild controul obey: 

Beauty, whoſe breath, whoſe lips outvie the roſe ; 
And conſtancy, whoſe eyes unceaſing dart 

The beams which lighten from his heart * 
And truth, who on her boſom fair | 

While o'er him falls her mantiing hair, 


Bids young, and bluſhing hope repoſe. 


If love relax his ſcepter'd hand, 

And quit his enſigns of command, 
Who ſhall the bounteous God upbraid, 

While ſtill in Friendſhips' robes array'd, 


His homagers he ne'er deceives, 


Nor till the laſt pulſe beats, their preſence leaves. 
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XLII. Wno 
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XLII. 


HO the WED Ilands of the Atlantic main 
Hath ranged, and pluck'd the. fruit of ruddy gold, 


Charming aſleep the Dragon's watchful eye; 
In early youth, ah! who hath join'd the train 
Of-ports, and pleaſures, on that happy mould, 
WI here revels ſpring, and autumn ſmiling by 
_{Phurs his luxuriant gifts around; 

Who hath his brows with myrtle crown'd, 
And with the Loves and Graces danced, 
While the boon Patron of the vine 

And Nymphs the thyrſus who entwine 


Forth from their cluſter-bearing haunts advanced? 


Ah! who, ſuch raptures wont to taſte, 
Wreck'd on Afric's torrid waſte, 
Compell'd the burning ſands by day to tread, q 
By night to pillow there his aching head, 
Or fiend- like ſhapes, and monſters grim to find, 
1 Shel to the ſight, terrific to the mind; 


Tho 


E 
Tho years on years have o'er him roll'd, 
Tho reſignation meek 
Should ſmoothe his liſtleſs cheek, _ 
And patience his toil-vanquilhe limbs enfold; 
| Ah! who can e'er forget the ſcenes 
He once with extaſy ſurvey'd, 
'The impurpled lawns, and living greens, 


And forms in beauty's radiant bloom array'd? 


Who can with fond idea fail 
At intervals a tranſient glance to ſeal, 
If haply he the diſtant kirts may view, 
Where to the waves deſcends the horizon blue, 
Of thoſe dear regions of delight, 

Where, waking from his dream, he knows 
Fate ne'er will grant him to repoſe. 
On the ſoſt banks with roles dight ? 
Who can upbraid him, if he longs 
Once more to catch the warbled ſongs 


Of harmony divinely ſweet, 
| Which 
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Which whilom in that bliſsful elime, 


Ere fled irrevocable time, 


From Fancy's liquid voice he uſed to meet? 


Ah! who can blame him, hopeleſs where he ſtrays, 
Should he attempt with frantic lays 

A ſemblance of the heavenly ſounds | 

Erſt wafted o'er thoſe magic grounds, 

Till the laſt ſtrains of his once-tuneful breath : 


Enfeebled are by age, or choak d by tyrant Death? 
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POEMS To THESPIA. 


tis. 


| To Dr GLASS. 


Lass, who thy proper dignity of ſoul - =: | 
28 Conſulting, independently haſt run 5 
The race of reaſon; ſcorning the controul 5 | ; 
Of vulgar prejudice, es ever won | 
To humour fools; rejecting little arts, . - wn 
Which often ſubjugate inferior hearts : | 
Having to learning, long experience join'd, "4 
. obſcurer ſtore 
The brighter portion cull'd, and well refined 
The maſs confuſed with all of modern lore; 
| Adapting phyſic to the trueſt ſcale T5 
Which human nature can]! what curious tale 
- Shall I deviſe, for ſending rhimes to thee "1M Fo 


And yet, not ſent, would my own mind be free? 
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L 
II. 
To Ma. PIT FIE L b. 


DlrFlIELD, who on a length of years well: ſpent 
Contemplative, or active, canſt reflect 
With ſecret pleaſure; ever duly bent 

With choiceſt care, and happieſt, to ſelect 
Thy books, amuſements, friends, a liberal plan 

_ Hath aye been thine, a courſe exalting man. 
Yet, the ſoft b might give 

A doubt, if ſtrains like theſe could touch thy ear, 
Had not, (or errs the muſe?) a virtue warm 
Guarding thy heart, forbid it's entrance there, 
Fraternal love. Had not thy breaſt alive 

To pity, alway felt it's influence kind, 

Still true to generous nid nice alarm, 


And with wide ſcope embracing all mankind, 
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May, undebaſed, approve the tender ſong. 
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II. 
To Ma. PATCH. 
MID the conſtant hurry of his Gez 
Devoted ever to the public good, 


Shall 1 to Patch tranſmit the love- taught rhime ? 


On his retirement ſhall the muſe intrude? 


The foul of vigorous, manly ſenſe poſſeſt, 
Shall (tho reſined) theſe light productions * 


Sprung haply from the weak, tho feeling breaſt? 


Trifling, tho deck'd perchance with grace and eaſe? 
Yet round the oak the pliant ivy twines, 

His ſtately trunk not unadorn'd appears ; 

The lofty elm ſupports the tendrill'd vines, 

Nor leſs admired his branching top he rears. 


So mental intellect, however ſtrong, 


IV. 
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IV. 
To Mx. GI B B S. 


W nhou didſt mot 
3 5 L 

Devotion to the muſe) in early youth 

The ſame ſenſations which create my lay 

Haply inſpired; which ſtill approved by truth, 

By virtue, nature, thy maturer breaſt 

Adorn, where every thought humane is placed, 

But in friend, huſband, father, moſt confeſt. 

With thy attention ſhall theſe lines be graced ? 

Wilt thou the paths of youth and love retread, 

While their delightful ſcenes again appear, 

Thou, and the ſofter partner of thy bed ? 

And ſurely never purer ſteps were there. 

Ves, tread again their paths, their ſoenes review: 


And from yourſelves, pronounce them painted true, 
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A 
V. 
To Mz. CODRINGTON. 


\ CoprincGToN, to whom the impaſſion'd lyre 
Was never ſtrung in vain! whoſe faithful ſoul, 


And correſpondent paſſions take the alarm; 


Whom pity melts, whom love and tranſport warm, | f 


Who wiſheſt not the ideas to controul 


Which it's celeſtial notes can well inſpire. 


Whom the ſame amiable emotions give 


(Tho doom” d ingratitude and vice to find) 


Promoting every ſocial good to live; 


W ho (though unmeriting) {till view'ſt mankind 
With fond affection's eye: ſtrains ſuch as theſe 
From thee are ſure of welcome; ſtrains where youth 


Yet uncorrupted, all it's ſoul diſplays, 


And ſuffering love, and firm unſhaken truth, 
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: VL.- 
To Loxp Viscouxr COURTENAY. 


JURTENAY ! denn d in theſe degenerate 
days | 
The Country charms; viewing with fixt delight 
The varied landſcape ſtretcht before thy ſight, 

And fond of rural pleaſures merit'ſt praiſe! 

To build, to plant, to feed the numerous race 

Of poor be thine! Or in thy caſtled dome 

Survey each filial, and maternal grace, 

While courts might envy thy more tranquil home, 
Let not this ruin'd nation caſt a cloud 

O'er the ſerene ideas of thy mind. 

Such is the will of Heaven, when great and proud 
In wild exceſs, all empires have declined. 

The joys ſtill thine, let not thy ſoul refuſe. 


And lo! the tribute of the grateful muſe ! 


L 2 : VI. 
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VII. 
To Tr: DEAN or EXETER. 
ILLS! who with equal honour to the voice 


Of thoſe who call'd thee to the learned chaif 
And of thyſelf, art ſeated by their lake, 
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Studious to make antiquity thy care. 

Yet not it's wilds alone engroſs thy mind, 
Thee poliſht life, and thee the poliſht ſtrain 
Delights; the treaſure of the muſe's reign, 
When they in ena or antient Rome ined 
Beneath the laurel ſhade, and tuned their lyre. 
Simplicity was their's, who ever ſings 

What her heart dictates, with unlabour'd fire, 
While nature n waves her kindred wings. 


This modern lay thy candid ſoul ſhall bear, 
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Well-pleaſed to trace a faint reſemblance here. 
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VIII. 
Io Cnancerton CErEFC K E. 
RITICS have long Na our rugged clime, 
For the more tender notes of love, unfit; | 
The nervous is allow'd us, the fublime, 
Humour unrivall'd, and quick-pointed wit: 
Hence hath the Muſe cf Elegy repined, 
Nor dared purſue the emotions of her mind. 
Say, Quiche, if reaſon this opinion frame? 
But while fo partial I have ever found 
Thy voice to me, fo undifpoſed to blame, 
Thy verdict would perhaps be deem'd unſound. 
Yet, who ſhall judge, if not the few whole life 
Hath "RO uae by corruption's train ? 
Removed from diffipation, folly, ſtrife, 


The guilty great, and luxury's odious reign? 
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1 
IX. 
To ARCHDEAcoN SL EE CH. 


LEECH, to the generous voice of friendſhip, true! 
Nor, tho declining in the vale of age, 


Coldly-neglectful of the muſesꝰ Page, 


| Theſe traces read; which, not in claſſic lore 


Unverſed, in early youth I fondly drew ; 

Nor yet in riper manhood uninſpired, 

While I the daughter of thy friend admired, 
And as I more have known, have valued more. 
Yes, to thy partial ſoul I will avow, 

That when loft-bluſhing in her bridal dreſs, 


No truer pleaſure in my boſom roſe, 


Than what with ardour I experience now. 


So much can virtue charm, and mildneſs bleſs, 


So, nurſed by time, ſincere affection grows. 


A OS 0 8 


115 J 
To JAMES WHITE, Ex 


{X{ THEN Luxury hath paſs'd it's narrower bounds, 
And falutary limits, changed we find 

The character, and the collective mind 

Of ſtates, while ignorance with vice abounds. 

Hence, to the diſtant provinces, retires 

From the vile capital, inſulted taſte ; 

There real poetry ne'er lights it's fires, 

Or genius faſhion-tutor'd runs to waſte, 

Profit it's only aim, or ſhort-lived fame. 

The diſtant provinces, where nature ſtill. 

Reſides, where virtue for protection flies, 

Cheriſh the muſe; the bard there takes his quill, 

And writes to judgment's unpolluted eyes; | 


Amid whoſe ſons, Mphite] ſhe inſerts thy name. 
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XI. 
To Mz. JACKSON. 


LACKSYON! whoſe taſte from nature's fountaimfprings, 


| Whence thy own ſtream. of harmony proceeds ; 


Steering aloof, on firm and vigorous wings, 


From vulgar ſentiments, and vulgar deeds, 


Offspring of prejudice z whoſe voice tho taught 


By ſeeming critic wiſdom, and around 


Re-echoed by the multitude, thy thought 
Warps not, deſpiſing each unhallow'd ſound. 


To thee theſe ſtrains I ſend, unmoved by fear 3 


For by the ſame pure waves I too have ſtray'd 
(Unleſs deceived) it's notes have pierced my ear; 
While on it's banks young love with fancy ſtray'd, 
And all thoſe forms which charm the feeling heart, 


But ſeen thro clouds, and wooed in vain by art. 


XII. To 


(; 16996 ] 


To J. B. CHOLWICH, Es 


Is loveſt the muſe; and mid her civcle ſmalt 
Of friends, thy foul her mutual friendſhip ſtrares. 
Not, Cholwich,, veſted: in her tragic pall, 
As when ſhe bade the ſympathetic tears 
Start from thy melting eye; or with the torch 
Of indignation, kindled in thy breaſt 
The generous flame of warm reſentful ire, 


She comes. Leſs gorgeous now, more ſimpliy dreſt, 
And taught by love, within his temple's porch 

Theſe notes ſhe breathed, reſponſive: to his lyre; 
Notes to her partial votary juſtly dear. ; 

Nor, form'd for eaſe, and ſweet Ae life. 

Too ſpirited to cringe, for public ſtriſe 

Too vigtueus, ſhall they fail to engage thy ear. _- 


XIII. To 


> 0 0-3 


1 
To Ma. J. 8 PU RWA V. 
 CPURWAY, whoſe early virtues caught my mind, 
Where Iſis thro her claſſic region ſtrays; 
By native warmth to generous deeds inclined, 
With delicacy fraught, with honour's rays 
Adorn'd; a ſmirite of the bins eyed maid; 
To whom the muſes ne'er refuſed their aid 
Duely invoked. —Oh! fince, ſupremely tried 
In undeſerved affliction's rugged ways 
Till thy denignant ſtar eropitives ſhined, 
And mild philoſophy his balm applied 
Healing each wound corroſive. To thy hand 
Theſe elegiac lays I juſtly ſend, 
For thou from me ſuch tribute mightſt demand, 


Who know thy liberal heart, and ftile thee friend. 


E 
4 
'To Ma. J. CHURCHILL. 


HURCHILL, long fix'd my friend, whoſe par- 


tial eye | 
Firſt ſaw my infant muſe attempt to fly 
On Latian wing; or on the plumes ſhe gain'd 
From her own native language: to the ſight 
How dull thoſe plumes! Tho ſhe eſſaying ſtrain'd 
Her every nerve, how low her utmoſt height! _- 
Not that ſhe here attempts to ſoar ſublime, 
Yet may it entertain thy mind, to trace 
Colours more varied, with more truth diſplay d, 
Nature, improved by judgment” 8 happier grace, 
Love, in the veſt of purer taſte array'd 
Nor is the muſe of elegy ſo mean 
As not to claim a portion of thy time, 


Nor hath thy friend debaſed her tender ſtrain. 


XV, To 
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. 
To Mus. DOWN MAN. 


EAR to my heart! from whom my being came! 

To whoſe aſſiduous zeal, and watchful Wink 
The preſervation of life's new- born flame 
I owe. Who well deſerveſt my grateful praiſe 
For more exalted gifts; the ſtep of youth 
Guiding to moral virtue, to the ways 
Of juſtice, mercy, honour, candour, truth. 
To whom is due, (by thee at firſt inlined) 
Whatever elevates thy ſon above | 
Earth's creeping race, the ſoul-enchanting fire 
Of poetry, the unlimited deſire 
Of fame, integrity, and conſtant love; 
Whether they mildly beam, or ſtrongly ſhine, 
(Taught by thy precepts) all his trains are thine. 


XVI. | To 


L 
To ARCHDEACON MOORE. 


S there, whom verbal knowledge may ſuffice 
| To read, but profit not by antient lore ? | 
Studiouſly dull? A ſcholar, but unwiſe? 
Whoſe judgment cannot ſeparate the droſs 
From the — ore? Of mind, and manners groſs, 
Illiberal, pert, o' erbearing, boaſtful, vain ? 
Such art not thou; far from thy preſence, Mocre, 
Let pedantry retire, and fix her reign: 
Her ſons, and wiſdom's offspring ill agree. 
Thy boſom, Learning with politeneſs join'd 
Illumes; the graces of humanity: 
| Converſe with books, and converſe with mankind ; 
No labouring theoriſt, in practice wrong, 
Friend to the ingenuous arts, and chaſten'd ſong. 


XVII. Teo 


Tune with ſincereſt voice her notes of ne, | 


( 8] 


XVII. 


To — +I; SI M C O *% 


Cusco. howe” er in weak illiberal days 


Merit may toil in vain, and valour bleed, 


Denied by prejudiee their well-earn'd meed; 


Yet, mindful of her office high of yore, 
The Muſe her virid garland ſhall prepare 
And gird the intwiſted foliage round their hair: 


Bid glory open her refulgent ſtore, 
While truth and virtue ſanctify her lays, 
Read, and approved till time ihall be no more. 


Thy gallant acts, and each weed deed 
Tis her's to adorn. Nor thou, each ſofter air 


Refuſe; the ſtrains which ſhe to love could yield, 


While thou wert harraſs'd in the ſtrifeful field. 


XVIII. T. 
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XVIII. 
' To Mx. B ENT. 


ENT, with whom hand in hand, I trod the way 
Which to Minerva's pillar d temple led, | 
When boyiſh fancy ruled, wild, airy, gay, 

E'er taſte, or judgment, on my mind had ſhed 
Their liberal gifts, e'er love itſelf was known. 
With whom by Iſis“ ſtream, her ſhores along, 

I roved, attentive to the muſes* ſong, 

With riper ſoul. Whom, when to manhood grown, 
| The links of union to my boſom chain d, | 
Tho now intruding ſickneſs hath reftrain'd 

Our pleaſing intercourſe; this page receive. 

We walk'd with ſcience thro her fragrant bowers; 
Now mid this garland of poetic flowers, = 

The branch of laſting friendſhip let me weave. 


XIX. To 


+ 160 ] 
XIX. 
To Mus. ANDREW. 


complimental, or with friendly ſtrains, 
; Shall 1 theſe notes of love to,others give? | 
And thee forget, from whom my Theſpta ſprung, 
Haply the guardian power by which I live? 
| No gentle Dame, thou ſhalt not be unſung 
By him, whoſe foul is formed of grateful kind. 
Not for thy noble anceftry, whoſe ftem 
Is graced with royal or imperial name, 
But for thy own fuperior qualities. 
Goodneſs of heart, which kings and courts might ſhame, 
1 Meekneſs, fimplicity no art which tries, | ” 
Reſervedneſs, modeſty the female gem, „ 


Conjugal love, which faithleſs thought diſdains ⁵ |; 
While all devolved; I in thy daughter find. ; 


XX. Te 


To Mz. HOLE. 


OLE, in whoſe youthful mind the ſeeds were ſown 

. Of poeſy, which duly taking root, 
Have, (though in times baſe and unworthy) grown, 
Flouriſh'd and borne no indecorous fruit. 
Theſe elegiac lays thy eyes ſhall enn, | | 
Nor with faſtidious glance. The tender breaſt 
And all the ſoft Sraptrities of man 
Are thine. Tho moſt the heroic numbers charm, 
By thee, my friend, is every muſe careſt; 
Thy fancy their delightful viſions warm; 
Thine are the rural haunts, and ſolitude 
Which foſters ſtill enthuſiaſtic thought, 
Retirement which admits not folly rude, 


And ſcenes by love and virtue ever ſought. 


XXI. To 


XXI. 
To Ma. WOOD. 


W909. who when firſt my muſe eſfay'd her fight, 


And on chaſte plume, thro the polluted air 
Winnow'd her way; in calumny's deſpite, 
And the vile manners of a carping age 
Wert not afraid thy judgment to declare, 
And praiſe in claſſic notes, my tuneful page! 
This ſuited well the freedom of thy ſoul, 
Which, when convinced, from truth's attractive ſhrine 
No force can turn; deſpiſing baſe controul, | 
Soaring above a ſphere, unjuſtly thine. 
View Rill, unprejudiced, the tender lay! 
Which, hid from the wild ſcenes of noiſe and folly, 
I as a tribute, only mean to pay 


To love, to purged taſte, and friendſhip holy. 


. To 
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FF 
| To E. DREWE, Exe. 


LUMED with authority, tho malice ſtrove . 
To ſtop thy ardour in it's bold career, 

Nor ſaw, well-pleaſed, it's rancorous efforts fail ; 
Yet Drewe! while fame her laurels ſpreads above 
Thy candid brow, while honour drops a tear, 
While ſighs of ſympathy from valour ſteal ; 
While nobly-conſcious on the enſanguined ground 
Memory reflects ; While every honeſt wound 
And een thy ſovereign's words, a ſolace prove, 
Detraction quell, and falſchood's arts confound : 
Unbluſhing mingle with the peaceful train 
Love, friendſhip, flouriſh far from crimſon ſtrife, 
The poliſh'd virtues, the beſt joys of life, 


The harmonious muſe, and ſweetly flowing ſtrain, 


XXIII. To 


BE. 


* ; 


XXIII. 
To Mus. ILB E RT. 


HINE Jhbert! is the warmly- feeling heart, 
Whence ſprings the gentle ſympathiſing ſigh, 
The ingenuous bluſh unknown to fraudful art, 

And tear which glitters in the expreſſive eye. 

Thou wilt require no comment to the ſtrains, 

In which (yet not ungraceful) nature reigns. 
Connubial happineſs was likewiſe thine ; 

Ah! why did fate the bond of union tear? 

More ſtrongly round thy children therefore twine 
Thy arms, and center every feeling there. 
Thee conſcious honour guides, pure, virtuous love; 
See where each duteous ſon, each daughter bends! 
Who to the kind maternal ſoul will prove 


The trueſt confidants, the ſteadieſt friends. 


V. To: 


( 165 ] 


XXIV. 
To Ma. ANDREW. 


ONNUBIAL love with mutual ardour bleſt, 

9 85 It's beauteous progeny diſporting round; 
An e which life's real comforts yields; 
A 3 manſion; ſmall, but verdant fields; 
Friendſhip ; and ſocial mirth by temperance crown'd ; 
True practic piety, in prieſts, the beſt ; 
Heart-warming gratitude, which ne'er repays 
A patron's gifts with baſe or fawning praiſe; 

A patron who ſuch meanneſs would deteſt 
Adding to relative, the name of friend. 
Thus circumſtanced, my Brother ! with content, 
With thankfulneſs for every bounty ſent, 
The muſe to ſcenes like theſe ſhall often tend, 


Scenes, where with joy her footſtep ever ſtrays. 
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; XXV. 
To J. RICHARDS, Esq. 


© laſts this odious war; time ſwiftly flies; 
We idly waſte our treaſure and our blood ; 

New dangers threaten; foes on foes ariſe : 

While diſſipation, like a torrent flood, 

Swells o'er it's banks, and covers all the land. 

How few the Wiſe! How ſmall the Fetriat Band 

Our boaſted conſtitution is no more; 

Corruption reigns with arbitrary ſway; 

Yet ſtill on footſteps loiter as before, 


And murmuting at our ſlavery, here we ſtay. 


Nor thou for Switzerland prepareſt thy flight, 


Nor have I ſtrove America to gain; 
Contented thou, in words with knaves to fight, 


And I to frame the ſoft and tender {train. 


XXVI. | To 


167 ] 
XXVI. 
To Miss E. WALKER. 


A CCEPT theſe ſtrains inſpired by love ſincere; 
Strains, which thy real F riends conjointly give, 

| Who ever ſhall eſteem thy welfare dear; 

And with them thanks, to kindneſs due, receive |! 

For when black clouds obſcured my Theſpia's ſight, 

And envious hid the cheerful beams of Heaven; 

When from each darling object well-nigh riven, 

Methought I ſaw the dreary realms of night, 

| Death's meager form, the joyleſs houſe of clay; 

Then didft thou ſtrive to render grief more light, 

And the perplexing burthen take away 

Of every care dodweſtic.——In thy breaſt 

Still be the warmer ſentiments careſt, 


Which (though unthank'd) can well themſelves repay. 


E 


1 
XXVII. 
ro Ma. 8 TA CET. 


TACEY! with whom, while through it's chan- 
nels flow'd | 

The purple tide of youth in ſwift career, 

While health on every object round beſtow'd 

Thoſe charms, which languid elſe, and blank appear; 

With whom the hours by ſocial converſe gay 

Urged on, have forward paſt with rapid flight, 

Till unexpected came eve's milder ray, 

And the ſtar roſe, clear harbinger of night: 

While wit, and frolic humour, pun, or jeſt, 

Tied mirth and laughter to the feſtive gent: 

With old wine crown'd, cull'd from the choiceſt hoard. 

Though I no more perhaps may be thy gueſt, 

Thou mine, (ſo inauſpicious health ordains) 


With hoſpitable ſmile receive my ſtrains! 


— — — —— 


XXVII. To 
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XXVIII. 
To Ma. D. WILLIAMS. 


. thou ſceſt true poetry deſtroyd, 
The weak mind caught by novelties inſtead ; 

Fame, for a day, by plagiariſts enjoy'd, 

Who e not from the full veins to bleed 

Our luſty antients; envy with keen eyes 

Watchful by timely ridicule to caſt 

A blot on genius, while the town denies 

(Too indolent to judge) his claim to praiſe: 

The Muſes of the Drama, ſhackled faſt 

In lucre's bonds, or by the vain ſelf- love 

Of wretched managers, forbid the bays; | 

While they, and ſhallow farce-wrights only, prove 

How poor, how baſely frivolous the times, 


In which I print, but publiſh not my rhimes. 


AXIX. 0 


Le] 
XXIX. 
To Mz. SYMONDS. 


KSOME the employ, nor to be wiſht his fate, 
Who taking unfledged childhood by the hand, 
Muſt lead with ceaſeleſs care the mingled band 
Docile or ſtupid, meek or obſtinate, 
Thro grammar's barren road to clafſic ground. 
Care oft neglected, not conſider'd right, 
For ſeldom is the grateful pupil found. 
Viewing thy toil in it's deſerved light, 
My old preceptor I at length repay 
With the beſt gift I can, the Muſes' Jay, 
By him firſt guided toward their prizeleſs ſtore. 


And let me, Symonds, thee congratulate, 


Now teaching only truth's celeſtial lore, 


And bleſt with a calm evening of thy day. 


10 


=» 
To Mx. S. CODRING TON. 


HY voice is ſurely nature's; for thy mind 

* Unhackney'd in the ſordid paths of men, 
Muſt from it's genuine feelings prompt thy pen, 
Which with the warmth of youth imparting praiſe 
Haply beyond what ſtricter juſtice might, 
Yet from no ſelfiſh motive traced the lays 
Which, - (nor would I concen] it) charm my fight, 
And ſweeteſt flattery bring, tho nds 
Yes, Offtring of my Friend! thelz Me of Shia 
Unforced, and unaffected, ſtrike my heart 
With truer pleaſure, than where dazzling ſhine 
More glaring tints, the colourings of art. 
Theſe notes receive, due to taſte pure and free, 


To the ſincere, the virtuous due to thee. 


XXXI. To 
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| . 
T0 J. P. TAYLOR, BO. 


T. whoſe merits I have known, and prize! 
Who foſtering qualities of noble kind, 

Which from the niceſt ſenſe of honour riſe, 

With which the graces deck the choſen mind : 

Haſt cheriſh'd youthful learning's claſſic ſtore, 

(Too often from the ſoldier's precincts chaced) 

Imagination's ever-pleaſing lore | 

Soothing each anxious thought, and liberal taſte, 

And virtuous love whoſe pure real train 

Still ſhielded thee from folly light and vain! 

Accept this page; and to thy Charlotte's ear 


Reading the impaſſion d numbers, tell the maid 


My Theſpia no fictitious dreſs array'd; 


Their's ſiſter ſouls, my verſe, like thine, ſincere. 


XXXII, To 


1 


XXXII. 

To Ma. BLACWALKE 
> having ſtruck, for me, the lyre in vain, 
Go Muſe, where'er the powers of health reſide, 
Whether by fountain brim, or hill, or plain, 
In foreſt wide, or by the roaring tide 
Of the ſalt deep] tune each pathetic ſtring, 
Let them with ſweeteſt energy reſound! 
'The prayer of conjugal affection bring! 
Shew all her tender progeny around, 
And take from them notes which might pierce the ear 

Of the oxen lioneſs, or rugged bear, 
Nay even ſenſeleſs things, to pity ſway ! 
Lead on the genial powers ! and bid them ſhed 
Nature's all-healing balm on BlackalP's head; 


Elſe, how with ſmiles ſhall he approve thy lay! 
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HATE'ER the buildings I have raiſed to fame, 


And whether long or ſhort their future date, 
Amid the effuſions of a purer flame 
This niche to Vanity I conſecrate. 
Accept theſe offerings Goddeſs !—Who in arms 
Of boaſted proof ſo ſtrongly girt can ſtand, 
As not to fall beneath thy magic charms, 
Alluring graces, and enchanting wand? 
Who can reſiſt the flattering notes of n 
When ſhe her voice in elegance arrays, 
And calls on friendſhip to atteſt it's truth? 
Nor do I bluſh to yield; with pride endue 
My foul ; and ſet the applauſes of the Few 


»Gainſt ſcorn, and blame, and envy's canker'd tooth, 
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To THE AUTHOR, 


On the firſt PUBLICATION of his Pots. 


AIL happy Britain ! Land of Liberty! 
Land of the Muſes alſo now I find, 
For ſurely Downman they reſide with thee, 


So rich thy fancy, and fo pure thy mind. 


Methought I faw them mounted on the wing, 
And threatening to withdraw their wonted ſmile, 


Prepared they ſeem'd in diſtant climes to ſing, 


No more on Albion's undeſerving Iſle. 


I faw, and mourn'd, for I revered their power, 


And what is life without their heavenly lays ? 


Who mid it's thorns ſhall raiſe the balmy flower ? 


Who ſprinkle dew-drops o'er it's barren ways ? 


But 


1 
But thou, my Downman—how I call'd thee mine 
I wiſt not, yet forgive the friendly zeal, 
_ Unikilld my heart in fraudulent deſign, 


What nature prompts, I know not to conceal. 


And why ſuſpicion when no danger's near? 
From thee who dreads the haughty, cold diſdain? 
Can ſcornful pride (unreaſonable fear) 


Sully a breaſt, ſo gentle, ſo humane? 


As the fond Parent, when ſome foreign ſhore 
Calls from her arms her ſon, her ſole delight, 
With aching heart hears the mad ocean roar, 


And thouſand anxious thoughts her mind affright. 


Thus, when thy Muſe, yet tender, yet unknown, 
Thro the wide world thou wert reſolved to ſend, 
; Say, when thou found'ſt her from thy boſom flown, 


Did not like anxious thoughts that boſom rend? 


N 5 Fain 
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27 
Fain would I help thee to diſpell thoſe fears, 
Nor aught of friendſhip's healing balm deny, 
Fain would reduce the phantom that appears 


Hideous, gigantic, to the timorous eye. 


Curſt be Ill-nature, eager to devour - 
Young Genius! Curſt be envy, venom'd brute! 
Which crops the beauties of the riſing flower, 


Or blaſts it, ere it ripens into fruit. 


Theſe be thine enemies: to ſuch as theſe 


By T” hy tender ſong affords delicious food, 


Expect their hate, and be content to pleaſe 


None but the elegant, polite, and good. 


In full poſſeſſion of thy fair one's charms, 
When all the world ſhall call thee happy youth, 
When Theſpia, lovely Theſpia's willing arms 


Soon ſhall reward thy conſtancy and truth; 


Leave 


1 279 J 
Leave then thy amorous elegiac lays, 
Smooth as the gliding movement of the Dove, 
Thy flight to Heaven on bolder pinions raiſe, ; 
And nobly emulate the bird of Jove. 


To celebrate the wiſe, the truly great, 
In lyric, or in epic ſtrain be thine, 
| Draw modeſt worth from it's obſcure retreat, 


And with due luſtre make it's virtues ſhine. 


Or if the cauſe demands to arm thy pen, 
Dare to chaſtiſe the looſe abandon'd race, 
« Brand the bold front of ſhameleſs guilty men,“ 


And make each Cynthio tremble to be baſe. 


'This thy employ. —I, whoſe aſpiring mind 
Life's toil reſtrains, and damps poetic fire, 
| Pleaſed will behold thee; and far, far behind, 


Will learn at humble diſtance to admire. 


Tiverton, July 255 1768. | - | 1 W OO D. 
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To the Same. 


* ſays Meliſſa, fie my Dear, 


You know the expected time is near; 


And unimproved to let it paſs - 
Would ſurely alk a front of braſs, 


Good Heaven ! this ſubject why renew? 


Reflect on what I have in view. 


Sunday you know is juſt at hand, 
Not many hours I can command, 
Yet I my talents muſt diſplay, 

And preach at Ratho all the day. 
Fancy beſides no longer paints 

Her fairy ſcenes; e' en nature faints. 
How ſhall to verſe my ſpirits riſe, 


Inured of late to ſermonize ? 


From jaded thought, and barren brain 


Theſe arguments ] urge in vain, 


1 ur | 


For let me ſay whate'er I will, 

Meliſſa importunes me Rill. 

True, Fancy is not in our power, 

Unleſs we catch the lucid hour. 

But Friendſhip's bright and holy flame 

In feeling ſouls is {till the ſame. 

If in your heart her ardours glow, 
Spontaneous will your verſes flow; 
Each brilliant thought they will ſuggeſt, 
And animate the languid breaſt. | 

Vet e'en if this reſource ſhould fail, 
Nor ofer your lethargy prevail, 

At leaſt your kind intention ſhew, 


And pay the thanks you juſtly owe. 


Oh! could my grateful ſpirit ſoar 
High as the Theban ſwan of yore, 
Whoſe lay through earth's remoteſt bounds, 


k / | g . i 
And Heaven's extenſive arch reſounds, 


N 3 When 


12 J 

When fired ſome victor to proclaim 
At Iſthmian or Olympic game. 
Then ſhould my faithful numbers tell 
What tranſports in my boſom ſwell, 
My foul what keen emotions thrill, 
My eyes what tepid currents fill, 
With virtue's triumph, nature's ſmart, 
While Belifarius tears my heart. 
Wien ſuch heroic fouls-in view, 
Tho malice and deſign purſue, 
We ſcarce can wiſh to ſuffer leſs, 
But envy the ſublime diſtreſs. 


Oh! had the godlike man foreſeen 
That he with laurels ever green 
Should in duration's endleſs round 
By Genius ſuch as thine be crown'd, 
On hope above their malice borne, 15 
| He might haye laugh'd his foes to ſcorn, 


1 
And felt a triumph o'er deſpair, 
Which martyrs might exult to ſhare. 


Be theſe degenerate days accurſt, 
In vice's calendar the worſt, 
When Managers, Taſte's plague and vermin, 
The fate of Genius muſt determine. 
| Yet execrations Muſe forbear, 
Their own dark courſes let them ſteer 3 
Should wrath it's magazines explore, 


Not Heaven itſelf can curſe them more. 


4 Chill'd with the view, compaſſion ſighs; 
To gayer ſubjects fancy flies. | 
Tho callous long to vulgar praiſe, 
Thy late epiſtle the ſurveys, 
Which ſince received, ſhe oft hath found 
A ſovereign balm for every wound. 
The myſtic ſecret, oh! impart, 
Inform me by what potent art, | 
N4 _ To 


n 


To give thy bright conceptions birth, 


Thou call'ſt the powers of wit and mirth. 
| Where could'ſt thou find the {kill to pleaſe 
At once with dignity and eaſe? 85 
While in thy magic circle bound 

The enchanted Graces ſmile around, 


And placid from her aweful throne 


Wiſdom aſſerts the ſmile her own, 


Oh! could the Muſes' palfrey bear 
My corpulence thro fields of air, 
How would I ſkim the fluid way 
Without ceſſation, or relay, 

Nor in it's bowers refreſhment taſte, 
Till thee and Theſp:a I embraced! 
Yet then with diſappointed pride 


From morn to evening ſhould I chide. 


For ſhame, my happy Friend ! for ſhame ! 


For thee alone ſhall Genius flame ? 


Whate'er 


AE 
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Whate'er adorns the good and wiſe 
Would'ſt Thou alone monopolize? | 
Wit's power alone would'ſt. Thou aſſume? 
For thee alone ſhall laurels bloc? 
Nor We inferior witlings ſhare 


One ſprig to keep Us from deſpair ? 
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But by the keen impulſe of ſong, 


Ms 
68 


And keener friendſhip urged along, 


Intent my feelings to expreſs, 
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My lays forget whom they addreſs. 
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The man by whom each worth is known, 


And praiſed each merit, but his own. 


At length the fit of paſſion o'er, 
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When envy could upbraid no more, 


—— 
$2 N 
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My foul would Theſþia's charms admire, 


N 


And of your health, and her's enquire. 
Or with alternate pleaſure tell 


That I had left Meliſſa well. 
But 


E 
But this excurſion to my vows 
No favouring deſtiny allows. 
Meantime tho theſe groſs elements 
Tho fate this interview prevents 


Letters more expedite can fly, 


And repreſent me to your eye. 


You hinted once, but ah ! *tis EEE 
The hope that hint infor was vain, 
That you and Theſpia, proſpect dear! 
Might pay a friendly viſit here, 
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But tho the diſtance be remote, | [1 
And that delightful hint forgot, 1 
Vet recollect the ſolemn way 

In which you end your former lay; 
There promiſes explicit given 

Are heard, and ratified in Heaven, 
That you would tell in future ſtrains 


What of your conduct {till remains. 


In 
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On 
In cloſe Divan of late I ſaw 
Much Counſel learned in the law, 
| Theſe all declared it underſtood 
That promiſes in verſe were good, 
And if completion ſhould not follow, 
An action lay before Apollo. 


Keep then that axiom ſtill in view;- 
An axiom pleaſing as tis true, 
That thus *tis'grateful to unbend 
And Egotiſms delight a friend.” 


Edinburgh, 'F; BLACKLOCK. 
Auguſt 10, 1773. | 8 


To THERE SAME. 
O Me, obſcure amid the diſtant glade, 
Comes the rich donative of his ſweet lays 


Who warm'd by poeſy's diviner ray, 
Yet ſtoops to praiſe a ſongſtreſs of the ſhade. 


2 rw 


Faint truly muſt her ſong reſound and weak, 

The grateful ſtrain when ſhe would raiſe to thee: 
Vet take it from the maid who ſcorns to ſeek 
The flatterer's art to ſmooth her wood-notes free. 
And take the wiſh, that ſpringing from the heart, 
For thee propitious Phoebus would lies | | 

Who liberal thus beſtows FP tuneful ſtore, 
To bid his beams reviving health impart pe” 
That love connubial long may bleſs thy days, 


And weave his myrtles long amid thy growing bays. 


157581. A. M. BRADFORD. 


— 


— 


HUGONIL DOWNMAN, M. P. 
| ON tibi conceſſum eſt lætari corpore ſano, 
Mliente tamen poſcat quis potiore frui? | 
Me juvat antiquis te fallere poſſe dolores | 
Queis valeas ſtudiis; fallere perge precor. 
1781, | Gul. PITFIELD, 


— To 
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WEE 
To Tis SAME. 
| HY modeſt nature, Down, will not ſcorn 
This ſmall, poor offering from a friendly hand, 


Howe'er unfit that altar to adorn, 


Which Love and Genius raiſed at thy command. 


Yet while the ſonnet ſtints my votive ſtrains 

To ſpare the exertion of a feeble muſe, 

Know, my big heart ſuch narrow bounds diſdains, 
And throbs it's fulneſs wider to diffuſe. 

Could I, (alas! a rival but in woe) / 
With health, poſleſs the ſkill to conch thy lay, 
Then would my zeal with genial ardour glow 
Thy merits, and my friendſhip to diſplay : 

And ſurer ſtill to charm, my ſong ſhould be 
More full of lovely Theſpia than of thee. 


1781. | N COLE. 
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To Tus SAME, 


On receiving his Pop us to THESPYIA with a SoN NET 


prefixed. 


HF Merchant, who by dangerous ways 


| Croſs burning ſands, and raging ſeas, 


Secks goodly pearls, and Ophir's gold, 


Thro' ſcanty patrimony bold, 


| | Dear Dotonman never was fo bleſt, 
Wi: Nor felt his boſom half the zeſt 

If ſome bright gem by fortune's whim 
To princely wealth exalted him, 

As I this morn, when by ſurprize | 


Your known initials met my eyes. 


Thanks, my dear friend, from him receive, 


| Wbo grieved when you were known to grieve, 
Who would with joy your welfare hear, 


Ready in either cup to ſhare. 


_ Your 


E 


Vour kind addreſs, your potent ſtrain 
Made me live o'er my life again. 

Now quick and light my ſpirits flow, 
My veins confeſs their priſtine glow. 


Again we thread the ſportive round, 


Oc conn our taſks with murmuring ſound, 


With awe behold our maſter's nod, 
And catch his fmile, or dread his rod. 
Again are our's new-born delights, 
Unruffled days, oblivious nights, 

And frolic jeſt, and young deſire, 


And emulation's active fire. 


Nou the Academic ſhades I view, 
With Churchill bleſt, and bleſt with you. 
To Doidge deſcends the friendly tear, 
His memory I afreſh revere, 

Who happy found in early hour 
. Life's tranſient pains and labours o'er. 
With you the path again I tread 


While ſcience urged, and Godwin led. 


— 4 
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Sweet counſel we together took 


From nature's and om learning's book. 
Together ſtudied varying man, | 
And wiſdom's more abſtracted plan. 


But then, alas! fate changed the ſcene, 
And accidents aroſe between, | 
To turn aſide the pleaſing ſource 


Of our once frequent intercourſe. 


While you beyond Tweed's pebbled bed 


With care the page of phyſic read, 
Mix'd antient lore with modern art, 
To ſtay pale death's oft-menaced dart: 

I, deeply funk in rural oth, 


To wonted exerciſes 8 


Inactive from the world withdrew, 
And my friends leſſen'd to my view. 
And while they ſeem'd by me forgot, 
I merited oblivion's blot. 

But by your Theſp1a's magic power 


How raiſed from ſlumber's thick-wove bower, 


I mount 
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I mount on Pegaſean wing 


. Your undeſerved regard to ſing. 


2 Nymph too joins—nor deem the zone 
Of nuptial worth is yours alone. 
But ſhould I wiſh to paint my flame, 


Your lays FIl take, nor change the name. 


In verſe, or proſe, of this be ſure, 
Still burns the fire of friendſhip pure, 
Round you may every bleſſing ſpread ! 
Her kindly balm Hygeia ſhed! 

And may your happy Theſpia prove 


'Fhro life's long day your conſtant love 


poke... 8 O. BENT: 
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To THE SA ME, 
On reading PoEMs to THESPIA. 


8 OWNMAN ! whoſe ſtrains the ſacred Nine 

inſpire, 4 
Whoſe native genius and inherent fire 
Not ſickneſs can depreſs, 


Or ſharpeſt anguiſh in it's dire exceſs. 


While riſing ſtill ſuperior over all, 
Antzus like, more vigorous from his fall : 
Thy limbs ſtern pain may bind, : 
But not inflave the free impaſſive mind. 
Say, ſhall the muſe's humbleſt votary raiſe 
His voice to thee, whoſe ſoul thirſts not for praiſe, 
But modeſtly withdraws 


E'en from the breath of merited applauſe ? 


Yet 


E 


Vet though unpluck'd by me the laurel bough, 


Tho not a leaf hath deck'd my youthful brow, 
Haply with partial ear 
The Father's Friend may heed the verſe ſincere. 


For tho unuſed to ſeck the fragrant bowers 
Where fancy dwells mid never-fading flowers; 
Can I in ſilence reſt | | 


When thy mellifluous numbers charm my breaſt ? 


Where chaſte deſire unveils his purple ray, 
Where innocence and grace unſullied play, 
As in the happieſt clime 
They marked the golden age's blameleſs time. 


Then white-robed purity ſerenely ſmiled, 
And Heavenly Venus, and her ſpotleſs child, 
Nor wealth (our ſordid ſhame) 


Damp'd his bright ardour, and ethereal flame. 


O 2 His 
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His radiant torch more luſtrous graced his hand 
When ſaffron· veſted Hymen knit the band, 


And conſtancy and truth 
| Cheriſh'd thro life the fires which beam'd in youth, 


Thus, (tho in theſe degenerate days how rare!) 
Haſt thou beheld the Paphian boy appear, 
Nor leſs his gifts he ſhed | 
On her, the * partner of thy bed. 


Well knew'ſt thou when, the walk recluſe and ſtill, 
When to prefer the fount, or gurgling rill, 
The open ſunny plain, 
Or the dark umbrage of the wood - Iand reign. 
Well could thy taſte diſcern the graces meek 
Of . ſimplicity's unvarniſht check, 
And when adorn'd the leaſt, g 


To thee her genuine beauties were inereaſt. 


Much 


„ 
Much rather had'ſt thou, on the turf reclined, 
| Where the beech waved his branches to the wind, 
Or the oak tower'd on high, 
Attend the ſhepherd's native melody : 


| Or untaught voice, borne on the lingering gale 
Of maid at eve returning thro the vale, 


Or curfew ſounding deep 


Warning black night to climb the Eaſtern Gans 


Than in the taper'd room to waſte thy hours, 
Where boaſtful art her tones profuſely pours, 
While nature thence removes, 


Pleaſed with the murmuring brook, and choral groves. 


With taſte refined, and feelings juſt endow'd, 
| Well may'ft thou view with careleſs glance the croud; 
On the baſe world look down, 


Nor heed it's treacherous ſmiles, or envious frown. 


03 | Oh! 


CT WT 
Oh! may Hygeia from her plumed wing 
On thee once more her grateful odours fling! 
Powerful new ſtrength to impart, 


And heal the wound of pain's corroſive dart! 


So ſhall thy Theſpia's eye with tranſport ſhine, | 
So ſhall each Friend the feſtive garland twine, | 
Indulge the genial rite, . 


* 


And mark the day long-hoped with pureſt white. 


SAMUEL CODRINGTON. 


1781. 


— 


To Ta: S A M E. 
E, the rough ſteeps of military fame 
Striving with care-worn mind in vain to climb, 
Long hath the Muſe deſerted; nor rablimne | 
Nor blither ſtrains her preſence now proclaim, 
Elſe Downman, long ere this, my grateful voice 


Had met thy ear; not echoing general praiſe, 


1 
That thou pourtray'ſt what faithful lovers feel, 


Painting true paſſion in theſe nerveleſs days; 
Nor that thou teacheſt virtue to rejoice 
Amidſt her ſufferings for the common-weal ; 

But that returning health wooed to thy bower 

By wedded 1 bids Friendſhip bleſs the hour. 


| | J. G. SIMCOR 
789. © | 


To Tus SAM . 

) UDE tho my verſe, and uninſpired my lays, | 

| While each rough line the unpractiſed hand betrays, 
Tho no kind Muſe has taught the pleaſing art 
By powerful numbers to affect the heart, 
Let let me not in diſcontented ſtrain 
Bewail my fate, and peeviſhly clomplain. 
When genuine Bards ſoar high on Fancy's wing 


I catch each ſound, tranſported as they ſing, 


Oz Find | 
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Find their ſweet harmony my boſom thrill 


And feel in every nerve their matchleſs ſkill, 


Thus form*d; wheneꝰ er you lift, my much-loved friend, 
Your tuneful voice, enraptured I attend. 
Whether you paint the enchanting Muſes Land, 
Where bright creations riſe at your command 
Whether with Tragic notes you ſhake the hl, 
And every paſſion at your will controul | 
Whether by ſofter tones the heart you move 
| When you to Tha breathe the tale of love; 
Or pour inſtruction on the docile mind 
Of the fond Mather bleſt with taſte refined, 
Who in melodious airs, ſerenely mild, 
Is taught to inveſt with health her darling Child „ 
To all J liſten with attentive ear, | 
New ſtores collect, and a delight ſincere. 
And equal pleaſure muſt thy ſong impart 


To every lover of the tuneful art. 


To 


© 201 J 


To make men wiſer; to point out the road 
Which leads from error's maze, to truth's abode; 
Affliction' s pangs, and miſery's ſting to eaſe, 
Nicely to obſerve, and cure the dire diſeaſe ; 
To cauſe each ſocial good around us flow 
In various ſtreams, is the prime bliſs below. 
That bliſs, my Friend, dwells ever in thy mind, 
Thy writings pleaſe, and benefit mankind : 

By Pzan's art, and penetrating ſkill 
Thou cureſt (if art can cure) the body's ill: 

To mental anguiſh thou can'ſt cen relief, 

And heal * e the wounds of _ 


Ohl! may al-gracious Heaven, thy future days 
Illume, my Downman, with it's brighteſt rays; 
With life protracted may each] Joy keep pace, 

A life like thine's a blefling to our race. 

But when, (be that a far, far diſtant hour) 
Thou ſhall ſubmit to death's relentleſs power, 


Of thee no common portion ſhall ſurvive, 


For works of real genius ever live. 


Thy 


'F. 2008 ] 
Thy friendſhip, which for many a circling year 
With liberal kindneſs thou haſt bid me ſhare, 
| (Me, in the humble paths of life who move, 


And who thy foul in nothing can improve) 
I truly value—from it I receive 
All the beſt wealth, the beſt of hearts can give. 


Oh! while the vital current ſwells my veins, 
Till death ſhall urge me to his cold domains, 
To me, indulgent Heaven, this boon extend, 


Happy, and proud, that Downman calls me Friend. 


JOHN CODRINGTON. 


Sept. 7th, 1788. 
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To Tus SAM E, 
On his 3 addrefled to F 


cc EAR after year ſteals ſomething every day,” 


So ſung the ſweeteſt of the tuneful train. 


Year after year to prove the aſſertion vain, 


We mark with growing joy each added lay. 


For ſtill reſponſive to thy breaſt, the lyre 


Reſounds, and every note ſymphonious flows : 


And may thy Theſp:a long that ſtrain inſpire, 
Where tendereſt Friendſhip melts, and paſſion glows! 


Yet Friendſhip! tho tis thine to hold enchain'd 
The nobleſt ſpirits in thy golden tye, 

Thy Joys, nor thoſe of Paſſion re f 
With wedded Love the foul's ſoft ani vie. 
And may the truth-we feel {till prompt thy lay, 


While years on years revolving roll away ! 


March 1, 1791. 


, 


HUGONE 


RICHARD HOLE. 
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HU GONI DOWN MAN, M. D. 
HOEBEUS vice duplici Sacerdos, 
Qui Pindi juga callide pererras, 
Herbarumque potens, lyræque ſolers - 
Tui te merit diu ſalutant 
Fama Damnonii, en latè 


Plauſus ingeminant: tuo canentis 


Gaudent auſpicio, tuo Medendi, 
Læti Vate ſimul te, & Archiatro. 


Nec quacunque Britannici pateſcant 


Fines nominis, imperive, laudes 


Ignorant Populi, ſilentq; notas 
Downmanni immemores. Tua nam Amorum 


Accenſi fide caſtiùs relucent 


Blando carmine vividi calores£ 


Miramur Venereſque Gratiaſque 


Et 
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Et quicquid tenerarum adhue Dearum eſt, 
Colluſiſſe tibi, et meros Camænæ 
Offudiſſe ele gantiarum ubique 


Rorantes ſale Teio lepores. 


An verſis juvat inſonare chordis, 


Atque his magnificam referre Clio 


Spenſeri Senis? Ut fidelis aptum 
Pangit Muſa melos! Lyri ut loquaci 
Interpres revocat faceta priſcum 
Os, moreſque, homineſque fabuloſos ! 


Et quam veſte ſuperbit obſoleta! 


| An præcepta ſeveriore plectro 
. Effingis modulanda? An arte Coã 
Inſuetam libet imbuiſſe Muſam ? 


Te Downmanne, perenni honorum adauctu 
Humani generis colit propago, 


Soſpes te Duce! Mater inſolentes 


Ducit læta puerperi triumphos; 


Dum 
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Dum Lucina hilari ſerena vultu 


Arridet Nova. Jam fovet ſecundam 
Sublato genitor timore fixlix 
Y Spem prolis. Puer et tenellus Infans 
| Balba voce Patrem alterum ſuperſtes 

Te ritu vocat. Hinc rubet decore 15 5 
ern perpetuo Salus, noviſque 


Floret viribus. O] futura ſemper 


Uſque in ſæcla Opifer! tibi Ipſa ſancto 
Avulſam gremio Memor coronam 
Fert Natura, tibique gratulatur 


Jam ſalvos rediviva, & aucta partus. 
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. J. HAT TER. 
Chag ford, Fun. I, 1791. 
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To 9090 SAME. 


TAIL to my generous Guide, and honour'd Friend, 
©." May every blefling on his ſteps attend! 

How feebly the warm wiſh theſe lines impart; 
| Yet, oh! accept them from a grateful heart ! 


Here, Downman, as in {till ſuſpenſe I ee, 
And from my pillow lift the languid eye, 
Tis in thy friendſhip only to infuſe 
Some little ſpirit o'er my faultering Muſe! 

Long have I own'd with pride, amidft the ſhade : 
Of ſacred poeſy thy critic aid, 
And whileſt thy leſſons to perfection fired, 
The beauteous model in thy verſe admired, 
Where melody unites with diction chaſte, 


And all that fancy charms, or poliſht taſte. 


But 


1 

But theſe deſerts bound not thy glowing lays; 
And praiſe like this, were “ mockery of praiſe.” 
The manly virtues in thy numbers ſhine, 
And ſentiment that nerves each vigorous line, 
And Learning, not in pompous garb diſplay'd, 
But in fimplicity's pure dreſs array'd. PT 
And {trong, abt reaſon, and the light 
Of philanthropic feeling, beaming bright. — 
Nor leſs the endearing Charities approve 


Which ornament the ſhrine of nuptial Love. 


Yet, tho thy writings to the world beam forth 
| A ſpotleſs mirror of thy active worth, 

Vet, is thy life (juſt Heaven's peculiar care) 
But with a feeble ray reflected there. 

den ons to chaſe from man each brooding ill, 
Thy ſocial kindneſs, or thy healing {kill 

Through all the tenour of that life appears, 

And brightens up a gloomy vale of tears. 


Whether 


„ 
Whether from opulence retired, thy feet 
Trace out the chill and comfortleſs retreat, 
Or with benignant aim thou love to cloſe | 


The mental wounds that ſpeak no common woes. 


Where ſtarting from 2 ſhort and troubled fleep, 
The weary languiſh, or the wretched weep, . 
Tis thine refreſhing ſlumbers to reſtore, 


Bid ſtrength revive, or Sorrow weep no more. 


And while the ſounds of gratulation bleſs 
Thy healing art, thy merited ſucceſs, 
While from the bed of ſickneſs round thee riſe 
The rich, the poor, to meet thy gliſtening eyes 
Freſh-blooming, with the nerve of health new-ſtrung, 
And Downman echoes from each grateful tongue; 


Me too thy cordial balms already cheer, 
— hy friendly voice, thy ſympathy ſincere. | | 


[ 2 } 


Ves, where the laſt dim ſtar of eve ſurvey's d 
This fainting frame in pale diſorder laid. 
When nearly ceaſed the vital ſtream to flow, 
And every pulſe beat tremulouſiy low, — 

And as my breath ſeem'd ready to depart 

Erhauſted nature flutter' d at thy heartz, 
Thy medicine's renovating power could ſave 

My ſunken ſpirit from the yawning grave. | 


And if propitious Heaven in mercy give 

His Servant, yet a few ſhort years to live, 

To pleaſe that God who bleſs'd thy art in Me, 
Oh Downman / may I live, to copy Thee? 


R. POLWHELE. 
Kenton, Aug. 18, 1791. 8 | 
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